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P O E MS 

By M R. G A Y. 

TALES. 



AN ANSWER 
THE SOMPNER'S PROLOGUE OF CHAUCER. 

IN IMITATION OF CHAUCER'S STYLE. 

p*HE Sompner lcudly hath his prologue told, 

^ And fainc on the Frccrs his tile japing and bold $ 

ow that in Hell they fearchen near nnd wide, 

nd dc one Freer in all thilke place cfpyde : 

jt lo ! the devil turn'd his erfe abouc, 

nd twenty thoufand Frccrs wend in and out. 

y which in Jcotiry's ihyming it appeais, 

he devil's belly is the hive of Frccrs. 

ow liftneth lordings ! forthwith yc thall hear, 

fhat happend at a houfe in Lancnfliiie. 

mi fere that had londs and tenement, 
fho raketh fiom hi» villained taxes and rent, 

Vol. II. B Owned 



- GAY'S POEMS. 

Owned a houfc which emptyc long yftood, 
Full deeply fited in a derkning wood; 
Murmrmg a fhallow brook runneth along, 
Mong the round (tones it maken doleful fang. 

Now there fpreaden a rumour that everich nigh 
The rooms yhaunted been by many a fprite j 
The miller avoucheth, and all thereabout, 
That they full oft* hearen the hellifh rout j 
Some faine they hear the jingling of chains, 
And fome hath yheard the pfautries ftraines ; 
At midnight fome the heedlefs horfe ymeet, 
And fome efpien a corfe in a white (beet, 
And oother things, faye, elfin, and elfe, 
And fhapes that fear create n to itfclfe. 

Now it fo hapt, there was not ferre away, 
Of grev Frcers a fair and rich Abbaye, 
Where liven a Freer ycleped Pcre Thomas, 
Who daren alone in deike through church-yerds ] 

This Freer would lye in thilke houfe all night, 
In 'hope he might efpyen a dreadful fprite. 
He takcth candle, beades, and holy watere, 
And legends eke of Saintes, and bookes of prayer 
He entereth the room, and looketh round about, 
And hafpen the door, to hafpen the goblin out. 
The candle hath he put clofe by the bed, 
And in low tone his ave marye faid. 
With water now hefprinkled bath the floore, 
And maken crofs on key-hole of the doore. 
Nc was there not a moufe-hole in thilke place, 
But he ycrolfed hath by God his grace : 
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He eroded bath this, and eke he crofTed that, 
With benedicite and God know$ what. 

Now he goeth to bed and lieth adown, 
When the clock had juft fttickon the twelfth foun. 
Bethinketh him now what die caufe had ybeen, 
Wliy many fprites by mortals have been feen. 
Hem remembreth how Dan Plutarch hath \ fed 
That Caefar's fprite came to Brute his bed ; , 

Of chains that frighten ertr. Artemidore, 
The tales of Pline, Valere, and many more. 

Hem thinketh that fome murdere here been done. 
And he mought fee fome bloodye ghoft .anone, 
Or that fome orphlines writings here be ftor'd, 
Or pot of gold laine deep beneath a board : 
Or thinketh hem, if he might fee no fprite, 
The Abbaye mought buy this houfe cheap outright. 

As hem thus thinketh, anonc afleep he lies, 
Up ftarten Sathanas with faucer c,es. 
He turned the Freer upon his face downright, 
Difplaying his nether cheeks full broad and white. 
Then quoth Dan Sathanas as he thwacked him fore, 
Thou didft forget to guard thy poftern-door. 
There is an hole which hath not eroded been : 
Farewel, from whence I came, I creepen in. 

Now plain it is ytellen in my verfe, 
If Devils in hell bear Frecrs in their erfe, 
On eaith the Devil in Freers doth yd well ; 
Were there no Frecrs, the Devil mought keep in Hell. 

B 2 WORK 
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WORK FOR A COOPER. 
A TALE. 

A MAN may lead a happy life, 
*^- Without that needful thing a wife : 
This long have lufty Abbots known, 
\Vho ne'er knew fpoufes — of their own. 

What though your houfe be clean and neat. 
With couches, chairs, and beds compleat ; 
Though you each day invite a friend, 
Though he mould every dim commend ; 
On Bagfhot-heath your mutton fed, 
Your fowls at Brentford born and bred | 
Though purett wine vour cellars boaft, 
Wine worthy of the faireft toafl ; 
Yet there are other things rtquir'd : 
King, and let 's fee the maid you hir'd. — 
Blefs me ! thofe hauds might hold a broom* 
Twirle round a mop, and wa(h a room : 
A batchelor his maid mould keep, 
Not for that fervile ufe to fweep j 
Let her his humour underfland, 
And turn to every thing her hand. 
Get you a lafs that *s young and tight, 
Whofe arms are, like her apron, white. 
What though her lhift be feldom feen, 
Let that, though coarfe, be always clean ; 
She might each morn your tea attend, 
And on your writ* your rufik mend ; 
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Then, if you break a roguifh jeft, 
Or fqueeze her hand, or pat her bread*, 
She cries, Oh, dear Sir, dont be naught f 
And blulhes fpeak her laft night's faulc. 
To her your houfhold cares confide, 
Let your keys jingle at her fide. 
A footman's blunders tease and fret ye ; 
Ev'n while you chide, you fmile on Betty- 
Difchargc him then, if he 's too fpruce | 
For Betty 's for his matter's ufe. 

Will you your amorous fancy baulk,. 
For- fear fome prudilh neighbour talk t 
But you Ml ohjeft, rhat you 're afraid 
Of the pert freedoms of a maid. 
Befidcs, your wifcr heads will fay, 
That (he who turns her hand this wajv 
From one vice to another drawn, 
Will lodge your filrer-fpoons in pawn.. 
Has not the homely wrinkled jade 
More need to learn the pilfering trade P 
For love aW Betty's wants fupplies, 
Laces her (hoe*, her matireau dye*, 
All her ftuff-fuite (he flings away, 
And wears thread-fatriri every day. 

Who then a dirty drab would hire, 
Brown as the heartbof kitchen-fire ; 
When all rttuft own*, were Betty put 
To the Mack dutiet -of the (Vat, 
As well (he fcours or fcrub» a floor, 
At>d ftilHs goad fe* f6mething moref 

Bj Thu% 
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Thus, to avoid the greater vice, 
I knew 2> Prieft, of confeience nice, 
To quell his luft for neighbour's fpoufe* 
Keep fornication in his houfe. 

But your 're impatient all this time, 
Fret at my counfel, curfe my rhyme. 
Be fatisfy'd : I '11 talk no more, 
For thus my tale begins — Of yore 
There dwelt at Blois a Prieft full fair, 
With rolling eye and crifped hair j 
His chin hung low, his brow was fleek, 
Plenty lay balking on his cheek j 
Whole days at cloyfter-grates he fate, 
Ogled, and talk'd of this and that 
So feelingly, the Nuns lamented 
That double-bars were e'er invented. 
If he the wanton wife confeft, 
With downcaft eye, and heaving bread ; 
He ftroak'd her cheek to ftill her fear, 
And talk'd of fins en cavalier ; 
Each time enjoin'd her penance mild, 
And fondled on her like his child. 
At every jovial goflip's feaft 
Pere Bernard was a welcome gueft; 
Mirth fuffer'd not the lead reftraint, 
He could at will fhake off* the faint ; 
Nor frown'd he when they freely fpoke, 
But (hook his (ides, and took the joke ; 
Nor fail'd he to promote the jeft, 
And fhar'd the fins which they confeft. 
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Yet, that he might not always roam,. 
He kept conveniences at home. 
Hit maid was in the blpera of beauty, 
WelMimb'd for every focial duty t 
He meddled with no houthold cares. 
To her confign'd his whole affairs s 
She of his ftudy kept the keys, 
For he was Audious— of his cafe j 
She had the power of all his locks, 
Could rummage every chert and box r 
Her honelty fuch credit gain'd, 
Not ev'n the cellar was reftrain'd. 

In troth it was a goodly fliow, 
Lin'd with full hog flic ad 8 all a -row. 
One vefTcl, from the rank rcmov'd, 
Far dearer than the red he lo\\\t 
Pour la bonne boucbe 'twas fet afule, 
To all but choice fl friends deny'd. 
He now and then would fend a quart, 
To warm fome wife 3 retentive heart, 
Againft confeftion's fulicn hour : 
Wine has all fecrets in its power. 
At common feafts it had been wafte, 
Nor was it fit for layman's taftc. 
If monk or friar were his gucP, 
They drank it ; for they know the beft. 
Nay, he at length fo fond was grown, 
He always drank it when — alone. 

Who (hall recount his civil labours, 
In pious vifits to his neighbours ? 

B 4 Whene'er 



GAY'S POEMS. 

Whene'er weak hufbands went aftray, 
He guefs'd their wives were in the way : 
'Twas then his chanty was fliown, 
He chofe to fee them when alone. 

Now was -he bent on cuckoldom : 
He knew friend Dennis was from home : 
His wife (a poor ncgle&ed beauty, 
Pefrauded of a huiband's duty) 
Had often told him at confeflion, 
How hard ihe ftrugglccl 'gainft tranfgreflion« 
He now refolves, in heat of blood, 
To try how firm her virtue flood. 
He knew that wine (to love beft aid) 
Has oft' made bold the fliame-fac'd maid, 
Taught her to romp, and take more freedom? 
Than nymphs train'd-up at Smith's or Needh; 

A mighty bottle ft rait he chofe, 
Such as might give two Friars their dofc. 
l^annette he call 'd : the cellar-door 
She ilraight unlocks, defcends before ; 
He followed clofe. But when he fpies 
His favourite calk ; with lifted eyes 
And lifted hands aloud he cries, 
Heigh-day ! my darling wineraftoop ! 
Jr muit, alas ! have fprung a hoop. 
That there 's a leak is part all doubt, 
(RepJyNi the maid) — I '11 find it out, 
She fees the candle down in haftc, 
Tucks her white apron round her waift. 
i 
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Tlrc hogfliead's mouldy fide afcendsj 
6he ftraddles wide, and downward bends : 
So low flxc ftoops tp fcek xhe il-^w, - 
Her coats rofe up, her m after faw— 
I fee-^he criest— (then clafpt her faft) 
The leak through which my wine has pad. 

Then aljb in bafte the maid defended, 
And in a trice the leak was vk ndod 
He found in Nannette all be wanted, 
So Dennis' brows seawn^i wptatftck 

Ere iinOe this time, all ferity Friar* 
(Warm'd with predominant defrree, 
Whenever the fleflj with fpirit quarrds) 
Look on the fox as leaky barrels. 
Beware of tHoft* yejealWfpoMfesi! 
From fuch-like ooopcrs guard you* houfes j 
For, if they find not work at home. 
For jobbs.thttmgh.all the town they roam. 
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THE E QJJ I V O CATIO 
A TALE. 

A N Abbot rich (whofc taife wa* good 
■*■*■ Alike in fcience and in food) 
His Bifliop had refolv'd to treat; 
The Bifliop came, the Bifliop eat. 
'Twas filence, till their ftomachs fail'd 5 
And now at Hereticks they rail'd. 
What Herefy (the Prelate faid) 
Is in that Church where Priefts may wed ! 
Do not we take the Church for life ? 
But thofe divorce her for a wife 5 
Like laymen, keep her in their houfes, 
And own the children of their fpoufes. 
Vile practices ! the Abbot cry'd, 
For pious ufe we 're fet afide ! 
Shall we take wives ? Marriage at bed 
Is. but carnality profeft ! 

Now, as the Bifliop took his glafs, 
He fpy'd our Abbot's buxom lafs, 
Who crofs'd the room ; he mark'd her eye 
That glow'd with love j his pulfe beat high* 
Fye, father, fye, (the Prelate cries) 
A maid fo young ! for (hame, be wife. 
Thefe indifcretions lend a handle 
To lewd lay-tongues, to give us fcandal. 



TALES. 

For your tow's fake, this rule I give t* ye t 
Let all your maids be turn'd of fifty. 

The Pricft reptyM, I have not fwenrM, 
But your chafte precept well obferv'd : 
That lafs full twenty-five has told| 
I 've yet another who's as oldj 
Into one fum their ages caft| 
So both ray maids have fifty pad. 

The Prelate {mil'd, but durft not blame j 
For why ? his Lordlhip did the fame. 

Let thole who reprimand their brothers,. 
Firft mend the faults they find in others. 



it 
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A TRUJ STORY 

OF AH 

APPARITION. 

CEPTICKS ( whofe ftrength of argument makes 01 
•^ That wiWom's deep enquiries end in doubt) 
Hold thh/ttlertion poiitftre and clear, 

That fprites are pure delations, rais'd by fear. 
Not that fam'd ghoft, which in prefaging found 
Call'd Brutus to Philippics ratal ground, 
Nor can Tiberius Gracchus' goary made, 
Thefe ever-doubting difputants perfuade. 
Straight they with fmiles reply, Thofe tales of old. 
By vifionary Priefts were made and told. 
Oh, might fome ghoft at dead of nighr appear, 
And make you own conviction by your fear 1 

1 know your fneers my eafy faith accufe, 
Which with fuch idle legends fcarcs the Mufe : 
But think not that I tell thofe vulgar fprights, 
Which frighted boys relate on winter nights, 
How cleanly milk-maids meet the fairy train, 
How headlefs horfes drag the clinking chain, 
Night-roaming ghofts, by faucer eye-balls known, 
The common fpe&res of each country-town. 

No, I fuch fables can like you defpife, 
And laugh to hear thefe nurfe-invented lies. 
Yet ha* not oft' the fraudful guardian's fright 
Compell'd him to rcftorc an orphan's right } 

An 
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And can we doubt that horrid ghofls afcend, 
Which on the confcious murderer's fleps attend } 
rlear then, and let atrcftcd truth prevail ; 
From faithful lips I learnt the dreadful tale. 

Where Ardcn's forefl fpreads its limits wide, 
Whofe branching paths the doubtful road divide, 
A. traveler took his folitary way, 
When low beneath the hills was funk the day. 
And now the ikies with gathering darknefs lour, 
The branches ruftle with the threaten'd (hower; 
With fudden blafts the forefl murmurs loud, 
Indented lightnings cleave the fable cloud, 
Thunder on thunder breaks, the temped roars, 
And heaven difcharges all its watery (lores. 
The wandering traveler (belter fecks in vain, 
And fhrinks and fhivers with the beating rain : 
On his deed's neck the flack en'd bridle lay, 
Who chofe with cautious flep th' uncertain way j 
And now he checks the rein, and halts to hear 
If any noife foretold a village near. 
At length from far a ftream of light he fees 
Extend its level ray between the trees ; 
Thither he fpeeds, and, as he nearer came, 
Joyful he knew the lamp's domeftic flame 
That trembled through the window ; crofs the way 
Darts forth the barking cur, and (lands at bay. 

It was an antient lonely houfe, that flood 
Upon the borders of the fpacious wood ; 
Here towers and antique battlements arife, 
And there in heaps the moulder'd ruin lies. 

Some 
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Some Lord this tnanfion held in days of yore, 
To chace the wolf, and pierce the foaming boar : 
How chang'd, alas, from wbat it once had beenl 
*Tis now degraded to a public inn. 

Straight he d if mounts, repeats his loud commands 
Swift at the gate the ready landlord (lands j 
With frequent cringe he bows, and tegs excufe, 
His houfe was full, and every bed in ufe. 
What not a garret, and no draw to fpare ? 
Why then the kitchen-fire and elbow-chair 
Shall fervc for ence to nod away the night. 
The kitchen ever is the ferv ant's right, 
Replies the hoft j there, all the fire around, 
The Count's tir'd footmen fnore upon the ground. 

The maid, who liflenM to this whole debate, 
With pity learnt the weary ftranger's fate. 
Be brave, (he cries, you Hill may be our gueflj 
Our haunted room was ever held the bed : 
If then your valour can the fright fuftain 
Of rattling curtains and the clinking chain 5 
If your courageous tongue have power to talk, 
When round your bed the horrid ghoft (hall walk ; 
If you dare afk it, why it leaves its tomb ; 
I'll fee your (beets well air'd, and (hew the room. 
Soon as the frighted maid her tale had told, 
The ftranger enter'd, for his heart was bold. 

The damfel led him through a fpacious hall, 
Where ivy hung the half-tiemolifli'd wall : 
She frequent look'd behind, and chang'd Iter hue. 
While fancy tint the candle's flame with blue. 



T ALES. 15 

>w they gain'd the winding flairs' afccnt, 

the lonefome room of terrors went, 
all was ready, fwift retired the maid, 
itch-lights bum, tuck'd warm in bed was laid 
rdy Granger, and attends the fprite 
; accudom'd walk at dead of night, 
rd he hears the wind with hollow roar 
he loofe lock, and fwing the crea&ng door j 
and nearer draws the dreadful found 
ing chains, that dragg'd upon the ground : 
lo, the fpe&re came with horrid dride, 
ch'd the bed, and drew the curtains wide ! 
an form the ghaflful phantom flood, 
1 his mangled bofom dy'd with blood, 
filent pointing to his wounded bread, 
wavM his hand. Beneath the frighted gueft 
J-cords trembled, and with fhuddering fear, 
hiird his limbs, high rofe his bridled hair ; 
luttering hady prayers, he mann'd his heart, 
f\\ aloud; Say, whence and who thou art. 
Iking ghoft with hollow voice replies, 
rears are counted fmce with mortal eyes 
ic fun, and vital air refpir'd. 
ee benighted, and with travel tir'd, 
thefe walls I flept. O third of gain ! 
1 the planks the bloody mark retain. 
J on tl^is very bed, from deep 1 dart, 

the deel impending o'er my heart \ 
barous hodefs held the lifted knife, 
n ran purple with my gufhing life. 

My 
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My treafurc now they fei±e, tlie golden fpoil 
They bury deep beneath the grafs-grown foil* 
Far in the common field. Be hold, a rife, 
My fleps fhall lead thee to the fecret prize $ 
There dig, and find $ kt that thy care reward : 
Call loud on juflice, bid her not retard 
To punifh murder; lay my ghoft at reftt 
So Hall with peace fecure thy nights be bleft ; 
And, when beneath thefe boards my bones are founc 
-Decent inter them in fome facred ground. 

Here ceas'd the ghoft. The ftrangerfpringtfrom b 
And boldly follows where the phantom led : 
The half-worn ftony flairs they now defcend, 
"Where padages obfcure their arches bend. 
-Silent they walk j and now through groves they pafs 
$Jo w through wet meads their (Veps imprint the graft 
At length am id ft a fpacious field they came : 
There flops the fpectre, and afcends in flame. 
Amaz'd he flood, no bufh or brier was found, 
To teach his morning fearch to find the ground. 
What could he do? the night was hideous dark, 
Pear fhook his joints, and nature dropt the mark t 
With that he flatting wak'd, and rais'd his head, 
But found the golden mark was left in bed. 

What is the ftateftnan's vafl ambitious fcheme, 
But a fhort vifion, and a golden dream ? 
Power, wealth, and title, elevate his hope ; 
He wakes : but, for a garter, finds a rope, 

TH 
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A TALE. 

A PRUDE, at morn and evening prayer, 
****- Had worn her velvet-cufliion bare; 
Upward fhe taught her eyes to roll, 
As if fhe watch'd her foaring foul 5 
And, when devotion warm'd the croud, 
None fung, or fmotc their bread fo loud : 
Pale Penitence had mark'd her face 
With all the meagre figns of grace. 
Her mafs-book was compleatly lin'd 
With painted Saints of various kind : 
But, when in every page fhe view'd 
Fine Ladies who the flefh fubdued, 
As quick her beads fhe counted o'er, 
She cry'd — Such wonders are no more ! 
She chofe not to delay confeilion, 
To bear at once a year's tranfgreflion ; 
But every week fet all things even, 
And balanced her accounts with Heaven* 

Behold her now in humble guife, 
Upon her knees with down-caft eyes 
Vol. II. C Before 
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Before the Pricft : fhc thus begins, 
And, fobbing, blubbers-forth her fins* 
" Who could that tempting man refift ? 
" My virtue languhVd, as he kifs'd : 
" I fbove — till 1 could flrivc no ledger : 
" How can the weak fubdue the ftronger ?* 

The Father afk'ir'hcr where and when? 
How many ? and what fort of men ? 
,Bv what degrees ker hlood was heated * * 
Hew xxft' .the frailty was repeated ? 
Tliws have I fcen a .pregnant wench 
All flufiVd with guilt before the bench.: 
The Judges (wak'd by wanton thought} 
X>ive to the .bottom .of her fault; 
They leer, .they firoper at her 4hame, 
And make her rail all things by name. . 

Ami now to fenteucc he proceeds, 
Prescribes how oft'ao tell her beads ; 
Shews her -what Saints could do her good* 
Doubles her fafts, to cool her blood. 
/Eas'd of her fins, and light as air, 
Away ihe trips* perhaps to prayer, 
'Twas no fuch thing. Why then .this hade 
The clock has (Iruck, the hour is paft; 
And, on the fpur of inclination, 
She fcorn'd to bilk her afiignation. 

Whatc'er (lie did, next week ihe came. 
And pioujly xonfeft die Came. 
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The Pried, who female frail lici pity'd, 
Fir (I chiil her, then her fins remitted. 

But did (lie now her crime bemoan 
In penitential meets alone ? 
And was no hold, no bcaAly fellow 
The nightly puttier of her pillow? 
No, none : tor next time in the grove 
A bank was confeious of her love. 

Confetti on -cUy was come a!>out, 
And now again it .ill mult out. 
8hc fecms ro wipe her twinkling eyei : 
44 What now, my child ?'' the Father ciiei. 
44 Again ! fayi (he.— With threatening looks, 
He thus the proftratc dame rebukes : 

" Madam, I grant thcic 's fomcthing in it, 
*' That virtue has th' ungunidcd minute j 
44 But pray now tell me what arc whores, 
44 But women of unguarded hours ? 
" Then you muft furc have loll all fliamc. 
44 What ! every day, and (till the lame, 
44 And no fault clfc ! 'tis ftiange to find 
" A woman to one fin conftn'd I 
44 Pride is this day her darling paffion, 
" The next day Slander is in faihion ; 
44 Gaming fuccceds j if Fortune erotic;, 
11 Then Viituc *s mortgag'd for her lollcs j 
44 By ufe her favourite vice (lie loaths, 
44 And loves new follies like new cloaihs t 
41 But you, beyond all thought unchnftc, 
41 Have all (in ccmcr'd near your waift 1 

C i "Whcnr* 
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*' Whence is this appetite fo ftrong > 
-" Say, Madam, did your mother long } 
44 Or is it luxury and high diet 
•" That won't let virtue fleep in quiet ?* 
•She tells him now, with meek eft voice, 
That fhe had never errM by choice ; 
Kor was there known a virgin chaftcr, 
Till ruin'd by a fad diCafter. 

That fhe a favourite lap-dog had, 
Which (as fhe ftroak'd and kifs'd) grew mi 
And on her lip a wound indenting, 
Firfl: fet her youthful blood fermenting. 

The Prieft reply # d, with zealous fury, 
" You (hduld have fought the means to cun 
** Doctors by various ways, we find, 
44 Treat thefe diftempers of the mind. 

" Let gaudy ribbands be deny'd 
** To her who raves with fcornful pride) 
44 And, if /religion crack her notions, 
• 4t Lock-up her volumes of devotions $ 
44 But, if for man her rage prevail, 
" Bar her the fight of creatures male. 
44 Or elfe, to cure fuch venom'd bites* 
44 And fet theihattqr'd thoughts arights | 
*' They fend you ta the ocean's more* 
44 And plunge the patient o'er and o'er.* 

The dame reply'd, " Alas ! in vain 
44 My kindred fore'd me to the main ; 
44 Naked, and in the face of day : 
-* Look not, ye fifliennen, this way f 
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«* What virgin had not done as I did r" 

" My modeft hand, by nature guided, 

" Debarred at once from human eyes 

" The feat where female honour lies | 

" And, though thrice dipt from top to toe r 

« I flill fecur'd the poft below, 

•* And guarded it with grafp fo faft 

44 Not one drop* through my fingers pafr. 

44 Thus owe I to my bafhfuB care> 

«* That all the rage is fettled there." 
Weigh well the projects of mankind j 

Then tell me, Reader, canft thou find 
The man from madnefs wholly free ? 
They all are mad — fare you and me- 
Do not the ftatefman, fop> and wit, 
By daily follies prove they *re bit ? 
And, when the briny cure they try'd, 
Some part ftill kept above the tide ? 

Some men (when drench-'d beneath the wave) 
High o'er their heads their fingers fave : 
Thofe hands by mean extortion thrive,. 
Or in the pocket lightly dive : 
Or, more expert in pilfering vice, 
They burn and itch to cog the dice- 
Pi unge-in a courtier $ fbrait his fears 
Pire& his hands to flop his ears. 
And now truth feems a grating noife, 
He lovci the flanderer's whifpermg voice j 

C 3 He 
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" On either bank, from bough to bough, 
" They meet and chat (as we may now). *o 

u Whifpers go round, they grin, they fhrug, 
" They bow, they friarl, they fcratch, they hug 5 
" And, juft as chance or whim provoke them, 
** They either bite their friends, or (broke them. 

" There have I feen fome aftive prig, 25 

14 To fliew his parts, beftride a twig : 
" Lord ! how the chattering tribe admire, 
" Not that he *s wifer, but he *s higher t 
rt All long to try the venturous thing 
u (For power is but to have one's fwing) 5 
" From fide to fide he fprings, he fpurns, 30 

" And bangs his foes and friends by turns. 
" Thus, as in giddy freaks he bounces, 
" Crack goes the twig, and in he flounces J 
" Down the fwift flream the wretch is borne 5 
" Never, ah never, to return! 35 

" Zounds ! what a fall had our dear brother j 
•' Mofbleu ! cries one ; and Damme 1 t'other. 
" The nations give a general fcreech ; 
44 None cocks his tail, none claws his breech $ 
" Each trembles for the public weal, 40 

" And for a while forgets to ileal. 

" A while, all eyes, intent and fteddy, 
" Purfue him, whirling down the eddy. 
" But, out of mind when out of view, 
" Some other mounts the twig anew ; 45 

" And bufinefs, on each monkey -more, 
" Runs the fame track it went before." 

FABLES. 
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F A B L E S* 

IN TWO PARTS. 

" Shall not my Fables cenfure vice, 
44 Becaufe a knave is over-nice ? — ~ 
44 If I lafh vice in general fiftion, 
** Is 't I apply, or felf-convi£tion ? 
44 Brutes are my theme. Am I to blame> 
44 If men in morals are the fame ? 
** I naman call or ape or afs; 
** 'Tis his own confcience holds die glafs. 
44 Thus void of all offence I write : 
••* Who claims the Fable, knows- his right." 

PROL.TO SHEP. WBfiff.- 



INTRODUCTION TO THE FABLES* 
PART THE FIRST. 

THE SHEPHERD AND THE PHILOSOPHY*. 

T> EMOTE from cities liv'd a Swain, 

■^ *• Unvex'd with all the cares of gain 5 
His head was filver'd o'er with age, 
And long experience made him (age ; 

* " ' la 
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In fummcr's heat, and winter's cold, ^ 

He fed his flock, and penn'd the fold; 

His hour* in cheerful labour flew. 

Nor envy nor ambition knew; 

His wifdom and his boneft fame 

Through all the country rais'd his name. »» 

A deep Philofophcr (whofc rules ^ 
Of moral life were drawn from fchools) 
The Shepherd's homely cottage fought, 
And thus cxplor'd his reach of thought. 

Whence is thy learning ? hath thy toil 15 

O'er books confum'd the midnight oil ? 
Haft thou old Greece and Rome furvey'd, * 

And the raft fenfe of Plato wcigh'd ? 
Hath Socrates thy foul refin'd, 
And haft thou fathom'd Tully'9 mind r" 10 

Or> like the wife Ulyfles, thrown. 
By various fates, on realms unknown, 
Haft thou through many cities ftray'd, 
Their cuftoms, laws, and manners, weigh 'd ? 

The Shepherd modeftly reply 'd, 15 

I ne'er the paths of learning trv'd ; 
Nor have I roam'd in foreign parts* 
To read mankind, their laws and arts j 
For man is practis'd in difguife, 
He cheats the moft difecrning eves : 1 

Who by that fcarch (hall wifcr grow, 
When wc ourfelves can never know ? 
The little knowledge I have gain'd, 
Was all from fknpk Natuic drain'd * 

I II 
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Hence my life's maxims took their life, j ^ 

Hence grew roy- fettled hate- to vice. 

The daily labours of the bee 
Awake my foul to induftry * 
Who can obfervc the careful ant, 
And not provide for future want ? 40 

My dog' (the truftieft of his kind) 
With gratitude inflames my mind 1 
I mark his true, his faithful way, 
And in my fervice copy Tray. 
. In conflancy and nuptial love, 4- 

I learn my duty from the dove. 
The hen, who from the chilly air, 
With pious wing, protects her care, 
And every fowl that flics at large, 
Initrucls me in a parent's cliarg* 3 <> 

From Nature, too, I take my rule, 
To fliun contempt and ridicule. 
1 never, with important air, 
In converfation ovcrl>car. 

Can grave and formal pafs for wife, e-j 

When men the folemn owl defpife I 
My tongue within my lips I rein j 
For who talks much mult talk in vain. 
We from the wordy torrent fly : 
Who Mens to the chattering pvc ? t, 

Nor would I, with felonious flight, 
By ftcalth invade my neighlrcur's right. 
Rapacious animals we hate : 
Kites, hawks, and wolves, defcrvc their fate. 

« Do 
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Do not we juft abhorrence find 4$ 

Againft the toad And ferpent-kind } 

But Envy, Calumny a*d Spits, 

Bear ftronger venom in their bite. 

Thus every objeft of creation 

Can furnifh hints to contemplation ; 70 

And, from the mod minute and mean, 

A virtuous mind can morals glean. 

Thy fame is juft, the Sage replies % 
Thy virtue proves thee truly wife. 
Pride often guides the author's pen 1 75 

Books as affc&ed are as men t 
But he who ftudies Nature's laws, 
From certain truth his maxims draws 1 
And thofe, without our fchools, fuffice 
To make men moral, good, and wife* So 
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TO HIS HIGHNESS 

WILLIAM DUKE OF CUMBERLAND. 
FABLE L 

THE LION, THE TIGER, AND THE TRAVELLER* 

A CCEPT, young Prince ! the moral lay, 
-**• And in thefe Tales mankind furveyj 
"With early virtues plant your bread, 
The fpecious arts of vice deteft. 

Princes, like beauties, from their youth 5 

Are ftrangers to the voice of Truth. 
Learn to contemn all praife betimes, 
For flattery 's the mirfe of crimes ? 
Friendship by fweet reproof is fliown 
< A virtue never near a throne) : f# 

In courts fuch freedom mull offend -j 
There none prefumes to be a friend. 
To thofe of your exalted fiation, 
Each courtier is a dedication. 
Muft: I, too, flatter like the reft, ?j 

And turn my morals to a jeft ? 
The Mufe difdains to ileal from thole 
"Who thrive in courts by fulfome profc. 

But (hail I hide your real praife, 
Or tell you what a nation fays ? to 

They in your infant boforh trace 

The virtues of your royal race j 

In 
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In the fair dawning of your mind, 

Difcern you generous, mild, and kind : 

They fee you grieve to hear diftrefs, 2 $ 

. And pant already to redrefs. 

Go on, the height of good attain, 

Nor let a nation hope in vain : 

For hence we juftly may prefagc 

The virtues of a riper age; $• 

True courage (hall your bofom fire, 

And future a&ions own your fire. 

Cowards are cruel ; but the brave 

Love mercy, and dvlight to fave. 

A Tiger,- roaming for his prey, " 35 

Sprung on a Traveller in the way j 

The proftrate game a Lion fpies, 

And on the. greedy tyrant flies : 

With mingled roar refounds the wood, 
• Their teeth, their claws, diftil with blood ; 40 

Till, vanquifh'd by the Lior/s ftrcngth, 

The fpotted Foe extends his length. 

The Man befought the roaggy Lord, 

And on his knees for life implor'd. 
, His life the generous hero gave. 45 

Together walking to his cave, 

The Lion thus be f poke his gucft : 
" What hardy bead (hall dare conteft: 

" My matchlefs ftrcngth ? .You faw the fight, 
- " And muft atteft my power and right. 50 

" Forc'd to forego their native home, 

•• My ftarving (laves at diftance roam. 

" Within 
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** Within thefe woods I reign alone ; 

<•* The boundlefs foreft is my own. 

** Bears, wolves, and all the {avage brood, 55 

u Have dy'd the regal den with blood. 

" TTiefc carcafles on either hand, 

" Thefe bones that whiten all the land, 

" My -former deeds and triumphs tell, 

*' Beneath thefe jaws what numbers fell." £• 

" True," fays the Man, " the (Irength I (aw 

■*' Might well the brutal nation awe j 

**' But mall a •monarch, brave, like you, 

+* Place glory in *fo falfe a view ? 

" Robbers invade their neighbours' right. 4< 

44 Be lov'd ,• let juflice hound your might. 
•** Mean are ambitious heroes' boafls 
■•• Of wafted lands and ilaughter'd hofts. 

" Pirates their .power by inurders gain ; ? 

*' Wife kings by love and mercy reign* *j% 

ut To me your clemency hath mown \ 

•** The virtue worthy of a throne. 

*« Htavtn gives you power alx>ve the reft, 

" Like Heaven, to fuctour the diArcr*.'* 

" TJacjcafe is .plain," the monarch faid; 75 

** Falfe glory hath my youth mifled ; 
*< For lxafts of prey, a fervile tram, 
44 Have been the flatterers of my reign. 
" You reafon well. Yet tell me, 'friend, 
*' Did ever you in courts attend I to 

£€ For all my fawning rogues agree, 
+* That human heroes rule like me." 

FABLE 
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JTABLE H. 

THE SPANIEL AND THE CAHELEON. 

A SPANIEL, bred with all the cart 
That watts upon a favourite heir, 
Ne'er felt Correction's rigid hand j 
^ndulg'd to difobey command, 
In pamper'd eafe his hours werefpent: 
He never knew what Learning meant. 
Such forward airs, fo pert, fo fmart, 
'Were fure to win his lady's heart j 
4£ach little mifchief gain'd him praife ; 
How pretty were his fawning ways ! 

The wind was fouth, the morning fair, 
'He ventures forth to take the an- : 
He ranges all the meadow round, 
And rolls upon the fofteft ground ; 
When near him a Cameleon feen, 
Was fcarce diftinguifh'd from the greens 

" Dear emblem of the flattering hoft, 
" What, live with clowns 1 a genius loft I 
" To cities and the court repair j 
" A fortune cannot fail thee there s 
" Preferments (hall thy talents crown ; 
" Believe rhe, Friend ; I know the Town," 

" Sir," fays the Sycophant, " like you, 
" Of old, politer life I knew : 
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* Like you, a courtier born and bred, 15 

* Kings lean'd their ear to what J ftid. 
'I My whifper always met fuccefs $ 

%i The ladies pttuVd me for addref*. 

* 1 kMw to hit -each courtier's paflion, 

" And flatter'd every vice in famion. • 3* 

41 But Jove, .wife hates fhe liar's ways, 

***At once ciat flidrt my profperous days, 

u And, fentenc'd to retain my nature, 

*' TransformMrae to this crawling creature. 

4t Dooof d to a life'obfcurc and mean, 3 5 

<c I wander in the fylvan fcene : 

*' For Jove the heart alone regards ; 

" He punifhes what man rewards. 

Ai How different is thy cafe and mine \ 

44 With men at leaft you fup and dine ; 4a 

** While I, condemn 'd to thinneft fare, , 

*« Like thofc I flacwr'd, feed on air." 
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THE MOTHS*, THE NURSB, AND THE TAIKY* 

jT^ I VE me a fon. The blefling fent, 
^-* Were ever parents more content ? 
How partial are their doating eyes ! 
No child is half fo fair and wife. 

Watfd to the morning's pleating care, 5 

The mother rofe, and fought her heir. 

Vol, II. D She 
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*Shc faw the Nurfe like one pofleft, 
With wringing hands and fobbing brcaft. 

" Sate force, difefler has befell 1 
Speak, Nurfe ; I hope, the boy is well." 

" Dear Madam, think not'rae to-hlamej 
t Tnvkibly the^Fajfy eatuet 

Your precious babe is. henoe coo&fy'd, 
And in the place a changeling hid. 
Where are the father's mouth an4 nofe ? 
The mothers eyes, as black as floc,s ? > 
. See, here,, a fhocking auk ward, creature, 
That fpeaks a fool in every.it auwre I" 

•* The woman 's -blind, the Mother cries j 
I fee wit fparkle in.his eyes.", 

" Lord ! Mail am, what a fq-uintiog leer ! 
.No doubt the. Fairy hath been here." 

Jutt asihe fpoke, -a. pigmy fpiite 
Pops through the key-hole fwift as light ; 
Perch'tl onthe cradled top he (lands, 
And thus her folly reprimands. • 

" Whence {prung the vain conceited lye, 
That we the world with Tools fupply ? 
What ! give our fprightly race away 
, For the dull helplefs fons of clay I 
Befides, by. partial fondnefs fliewa, 
Like you, we d .at upon our own. 
Where yet was ever found a Mother 
Who 'd give her booby for another ? 
And, (hauld we change with human breed, 
Well mighc we.pafs fur fools- indeed." 

FAB 
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FABLE IV. 

'THE EAGLE AND THE ASSEMBLY OF ANIMALS. 

A S Jupiter's all-feeing eye 
^*- Surveyed the worlds beneath the flty, 
From this fraall fpeck of earth were feat 
Murmurs and founds of difcontent j 
.For every thing alive complained, 5 

That he the hardeit life'fuftain'd. 

Jove calls his Eagld. At the word, 
Before Turn ftands the royal bird. 
The bird, obedient, from Heaven** height, 
Downward directs his rapid flight ; 10 

Then eked every living thing, 
To hear the mandates of his king. 

" Ungrateful creatures 1 whence arife 
Thefc murmurs which offend the flues ? 
Why this diforder } fay the caufe ; « 5 

For juft are Jove's eternal laws. 
■ Let each his difcontent reveal j 
To yon' four Dog I firfl appeal." 

" Hard is my lot, the Hound replies ; 
On what fleet nerves the Greyhound fliesJ 20 

While 1, with weary flep and flow, 
O'er plains, and vales, and mountains, go. 
The morning fees my chace begun, 
Nor ends it till the fctting-fun. ,, 

D 2 « When 
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" When (fays the Greyhound) I purfue, 
My game is lotr, or caught in view; 
Beyond my light the prey 's fecurc ; 
The Hound is flow, but always fare j 
And, had I hrs fagacious fcent, 
Jove ne'er had heard my difcontent." 

The Lion crav'd the Fox's art 5 
The Fox the Lion's force and heart : 
The Cock implor'd the Pigeon's flight, 
Whofe wings were rapid, ftrong, and light : 
The Pigeon ftrength of wing defpis'd, 
And the Cock's matchlefs valour priz'd. 
The Fifhes wifli'd *> graze the plain ; • 

The Beads, to fkim beneath the main. " 
Thus, envious of another's ftate, 
Each blam'd the partial hand of Fate. 

The Bird of Heaven then cry'd aloud ? 
«< Jove bids difperfe the murmuring crowd j 
The God rejects your idle prayers. 
Would ye, rebellious Mutineers ! 
Entirely change your name and nature, 
And be the very envy'd creature ? 
What ! filent all, and none confent ? 
Be happy, then, and learn content ; 
Nor imitate the reftlefs mind, 
. And proud ambition, of mankind." 
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FABLE V. 

THE WILD BOAR AND THB RAM. 

i GAINST an elm a fheep was ty'd, 

*" The butcher's knife in blocxl was dy'd; 

le patient fioc\, in filent fright, 

om far beheld the horrid tight. 

favage Boar, who near them flood, 5 

ius mock'd to* fcorn the fleecy brood. 

" All cowards (hould be ferv/d like you. 

:, fe* your murderer is in view : 

ith purple hands, and reeking knife, 

: ftrips the (kin yet warm with life. 10 

>ur quarter'd fires, your bleeding dams, 

le dying bleat of harmlefs lambs, 

11 for revenge. O ftupid Race I 

le heart that wants revenge is bafe." 

" I grant, an ancient Ram replies, 15 

e bear no terror in our eyes ; 

:t think us not of foul fo tame, 

hich no repeated wrongs inflame j 

fenfible of every ill, 

caufe we want thy tufks to kill. 2* 

low, thofe, who violence purfue, 

ve to thcmfelves the vengeance due 5 

r in thefc ma fiacres they find 

le two chief plagues that wade mankind. 

D 3 Our 
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Our fkin fupplies the wrangling bar,- 
It wakes their (lumbering fohs to war ; 
And well Reverfge may reft contented^ 

Since drums and parchment were invented.' 

* 

FABLE VI. 

♦ 

THE MISER AND PLUTUS* 

» * 

HP HE wind was high, the window fhaTt 
•*■ With fudden ftart the Mifer wakes ; . 
Along the filent room he (talks, 
Looks back, and trembles a* he walks. ♦ 
£ach lock and every bolt he tries; * 

In every oreek and corner pries ; 
Then opes the cheftwith trcafure (loi'cf, 
And ftands in rapture o'eihis hoard,. 
Hut now, with fudden qualms potted, 
lie wrin»s his hands, he beats his breaft • 
By conscience (tun«>[, he wildly llares^ 
And thus his guilty foul declares : 

" Had the deep earth her (lores confin'd. 
This heart had known fweet peace of mind 
But virtue's fold. Good Gods !• what pric 
Can recompenfe the pangs of vice ! 
O banc of good ! {educing cheat ! 
Can man, weak man, thy power defeat ? 
Gold haiiilh'd honour from the mind, 
And only left the name behind $ 
Gold fow'd the world with every ill ; 
Gold taught thr murderer's Avoid to kill : 
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Twas gold inftru&ed cowatd -hearts 

Th treachery's more pernicious arts. 

Wh* can recount the mifchicfs 'o*cr I 25 

Virtue refides on earth no more P*" 

£e fpoke, and figh'd. In angry mood 

Plutus, his god, before him flood. 

The Mifer, trembling, locked his cheft ; 

The Vifion frown'd, andnhus a.ldrefs'd : 39 

" Whence is -this vile ungrateful rant, . 
Each foVcfcth ratal's daily cant ? ' 
Did I, bafe wrerdh ! corrupt mankind? ' 
■The fault's in thy rapacious mind. . 
Becaufe my bleflings are abus'd,' 35 

•Muft I*be cenfur'd; curs'd,. accus'd'? ' 
Ev'n Virtue's* felf by knaves is- made 
A cloak to carry on the trade ; 
And Power (\Vhe^ lddg'd in their poflcflion) 
Grows'tyranny, and rank oppreflion. 40 

Thus, when the villain crams his cheft, 
* Gold is the canker of the bread j . 
'Tis avarice, infolence, and pride, 
And every mocking vice bl-fide : 
But, when to virtuous hands 'tis given, 45; 

It blefles, like the dews hf Fleaven : 
Like Heaven, it hears the orphan's ciics, . 
And wipes the tears from widows' eyes. 
Their crimes on gold (hall Milers l.ty, 
Who pawn'd their fordid fouls for pay ? 5© 

Let bravocs, then, when blood is lpil r , 
Upbraid. the pafTive foul with guilt. " 

D 4 FABLE 
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* 

FABLE VII. * 

r THE LION, THE FOX, ANI* T*B GEESE 

* 
A LION, tir'd with'ftate-affairs^ 
•^^ Quite lack of pomp, and worn with cju 
Refolv'd (remote from npife and ftrife) 
In peace to pafs his latter life. • 

It was proclaimed ; the day was fet y .* 
Behold the general council met. • 
The Fox. was vieeroy.nanVd. The crowd 
To the new regent humbly bow'd. 
Wolves,. bears, and mighty tigers, bend, . 
And ftrive who mod fhall condefcend* 
He ftraight alTumes a folemn grace,. 
CoIte£ts his wifdom.in his face. 
The crowd admire his wit, his fenfe ; * 

l&ach word hath weight and coafequenqe. 
The flatterer all his art difplays : 
He who hath power, is fure of praife. • 
A Fox ftept forth before the. reft, 
And thu* the fervile throng ajddreft : 

" How vaft his talents, .bora to rule, . 
And train'd in Virtue's honeft fchool ! 
What clemency his temper fways ! 
How uncorrupp are all his ways ! 
Beneath his conduct and command, . 
Rapine fhall ceafe to wafte the land. 
His brain hath ftratagem and art j 
, Prudence and mercy rule his heart. 
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Wha* bloftings mi*ft attend the nation 
Under this good adtoiniftratien I" 

He fai^. A Gbofe, who diftant flood,. 
Haraogu*d apart the cackling brood : $• 

: t " Whene'er I hear a knave commend, 
He bids me fhun his worthy friend. 
What praife 1 what mighty commendation t 
But 'twas a Fox who- f poke th' oration. 
Foxes this government may prize, 35. 

As gentle, plentiful, and wife ; 
If they enjoy the fweets, 'tis plain. 
We Geefe muft feel a tyrant-reign. 
What havock now (hall thin our race* 
- When every petty clerk it) place, 4* 

"To prove his tafte, and (eem polite, 
Will feed on Geefe both noon and. night. !" .^ 



FABLE VIII.. 

THE LADY AND THE WASP; 

TTTH AT whifpers muft the Beauty bear ! 
~ * What hourly noafenfe haunts her ear ! 
Where'er her eyes difpenfe their charms, 
Impertinence around her fwarms* 
Did not the tender nonfenfe flrike, 5 

Contempt and fcorn might look diflike; 
Forbidding airs might thin the place. 
The flighted flap a fly can chace : 
But who can drive the numerous breed ? 
Cliacc one, another will fucceed. ie 

Who 
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Who knows a fool, muft know his brother ; • 
One fop will recommend another : 
And with»this plague (he 's rightly -curd, 
•Becaufe the liften'd to the firft 

As Doris, at her toilette's duty, 
Sate meditating on her beauty. 
She now was penfivc, now was gay,. 
And loll'd th« fultry hours away. . 

As thus in indolence (he lies, 
A giddy Wafp around her lies. 
He now advances, now retires, 
Now to her neok and cheek afpires. 
Her fan in vain defends her charms-; ^ 
Swift he returns, again alarms ; 
For by repulfe he bolder grew^ 
Perch'd on her lip, and fipe the dew. 

She frowns ; (he frets. " Good Gods! (he c 
Protect me from thefe teazing flies ! 
Of all the plagues- that Heaven hath fent, 
A Wafp is. moft impertinent." 

The hovering infeel thus complain'd ; 
" Am I then flighted, fcorn'd, difdain'd ? 
Can foch offence your anger wake ? 
Twas beauty caused the bold miftakc. . 
Thofc cherry-lips that breathe perfume, 
That cheek fo ripe with youthful bloom, 
Made mc with ftrong defirc purfue 
The faireil peach' that ever grew." 

" Strike him not, Jenny, Doris cries, 
Nor murder Waff* like vulgar flies j 
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For though lie *• free (to do htm right), 
The creature '1 civil and polite." 

In ecftafiei away he pofh 1 
Where'er he came, the favour boa/U 1 
Brags how her fwecteft tea he lipi* 4 s 

And fhowi the fugor on hit lip». 

The hint alarm 'd tin forward crew r 
Sure of fuccefi, away they flew 1 
They (hare the daintict of the day, 
Round her with airy mulic play 1 5* 

And now they flutter, now they reft,. 
Now foar again, and fkim her bread. 
Nor were they banifh'd, till (he found 
That Wufp* have fling*, and felt the wound*. 



FABLE IX. 

THE BULL AMD THE MAITIPr. 

C££K you to train your favourite boy ? 

*** Each caution, every care employ j 

And, ere you venture to confide* 

Let his preceptor's heart be try'd : 

Weigh well bis manners, life, and feopej 5 

On the Pe depend* thy future hope. 

As on a time, in peaceful reign, 
A Bull enjoy 'd the flowery plain, 
A Maftiifpafc'di inflam'd wiih ire, 
His eye- bulls (hot indignant Are. 10 

He foam/d, he rag'd with third of blood. 

Spuming the ground, the monarch flood, 

And 



44 GAY'S POEM'S. 

And roar'd aloud : " Sufpend the fight | 
In a whole fkin go deep to-night : 
Or tell me, ere the battle rage. 
What wrongs provoke thee to engaged 
Is it ambition fires thy breaft. 
Or avarice, that ne'«r can *eft ? 
From thefe alone tmjuftly fprlng* 
The world-deftreying wrath ©f kings." 

The furly Maftiff thus returns : 
- * l Within my bofom glory burns. 
Like heroes- of eternal name, 
Whom poets (mg, I fight for fame. 
The butcher's fpirifftirring mmd 
To dairy war my youth inclin'd ; 
He train'd me to heroic deed, 
Taught me to conquer, or to bleed." 

" Curs'd Dog, the Bull reply'd, no more 
I wonder at thy thirft of gore ; 
For thou (beneath a butcher train'd, 
Whofe hands with cruelty are ftain'd, 
His daily murders in thy view) 
Muft, like thy tutor, blood purfue. 
Take, then, thy fate." With goring wound , 
„At once he lifts him from the ground : 
Aloft the fprawling hero flies, 
Mangled he falls, he howls, and dies* 
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FABLE X. 

THE ELEPHANT AMD TH* BOOK GEL LE*. 

T^HE man who with undaunted toils 
-"* Sails unknown feas to unknown foils, 
With various wonders feafts his fight : 
What ftranger wonders does he write ! 
We read, and in defcription view 5 

Creatures which Adam never knew ; 
• For, when we rifk no contradiction, 
It prompts the tongue to deal in fiction. 
Thofe things that ftartle me or you 
I grant are ft range ; yet may be true. i# 

Who doubts that Elephants are found 
For fcience and for fenfe renown 'd ? 
Borri records their flrength of parts, 
Extent of thought, and ikill in arts 5 
How they perform the law's decrees, 15 

And fave the (late the hangman's fees 5 
And how by travel underftand 
The language of another land. 
Let thofe, who queflion this report, 
To Pliny's ancient page refort. *• 

How learn'd was that fagacious breed ! 
Who now (like them) the Greek can read ? 

As one of thefe, in days of yore, 
Rummag'd a mop of learning o'er, 
Not, like our modern dealers, minding %$ 

Only the margin's breadth and binding, 

A book 
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A book his curious eye detains, 
Where, with cxafteft care and pains, 
Were every beaft: and bird pourtray'd, 
That e'er die fearch of man fttrvey'd ; 
Their natures and their powers were writ 
With all the pride of human wit : 
The {»age he -with attention fpread, 
And thus remark 'd on what he read : 
" Man with ftrong reafon is endow'd ; 

• A beaft fcarce inftinct is allow'd ; 
But, let this author's worth be try'd, 
'Tis plain that neither was his guide. 
Can he diTcern the different natures, 

• And weigh the power of other creatures, 
"Who by the" partial work hath (hewn 
He knows To little of his own ? 

How falfely is the Spaniel drawn ! 
Did man from him fiift learn to fawn ? 
A Dog proficient in the trade 1 
He the chief flatterer Nature made 1 
Go, Manl the ways of courts difcern, 
You '11 find a Spaniel {till might learn. 
How can the Fox's theft and plunder 
Provoke his cenfure or his wonder? 
r From Courtiers' tricks and Lawyers' arts, 
The Fox might well improve his parrs. 
The Lion, Wolf, and Tigers brood, 
He curfes, for their third of blood. 
But is not Man to Man a prey ? 
Beafts kill for hunger, Men for pay." 
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The Book feller, who heard him fpeik, 
And few him' turn a page of Greek, 
Thought, what a geniui have I found ! 
* Then thus addrefs'd with bow profound : tt 

" Learn'd Sir, if you 'd employ your. pen 
Againft the fcnfelefa fons of men, 
Or write the hiftory of Siam; 
No man is octter pay than 1 am. 
Or, fince you 're loarn'd in Greek, let 's fee 65 
Something againft the Trinity J' 

Wiicn wrinkling with a ineer hit trunk, 
44 Friend, quoth the Elephant, you 1c drunk ; 
E'en keep your money, and be wife 1 
Leave man on man to criticifc : 7* 

For that you ne'er can want a pen 
Among the' fcnfelcfs funs of man. 
They unprovok'd will court 'he fi ay | 
Knvy 's a f harper fpur than pay. 
No author ever fpai'd a brother j 7- 

■Wits are gamecocks to one another." 

F A B L E Xr. 

THE PEACOCK, THE TURKEY, AND THE GOOSE. 

T N beauty fault- confpicuous growi 
'•*• The fmallcfl i^V is feen on fnow. 

As near a barn, b) hunger led, 
A Peacock with the poultry fed, 
All view'd him with an envious eye, 5 

And mock'd his gaudy pageantry. 

J lie, 
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He, coftfcious of fuperior met k, 
Contemns t^>pir bafe reviling fpirit 3 
His ftaoc and dignity afiumes, 
And t* the "fiw* difplays his .plumes, 
Which, 'like the Heavens' o^r-arching fides, 
Are fpangled with a thoufaod eyes. 
The circling rays, and varied light, 
At once confound their dazzled fight ; 
On every tongue detraction burns, 
And malice prompts their ipleen by turns. 

" Mark with -what infolence and pride 
The creature takes his haughty ftride, 
The Turkey ^ries. Can fpleen contain ? 
Sure never bird was half fo vain ! 
But, were intriniic merit feen, 
We Turkeys "have the whiter flctn/* 

From tongue to tongue they caught abufe ; 
And next was heard die lulling Goofe : 
-" What hideous legs I what filthy claws ! 
I fcorn to cenfuce little flaws. 
Then what a horrid fqualling throat ! 
.Ev'n owls are frighted at the note," 

" True. Thofe are faults, the Peacock eric 
My fcream, my (hanks, you may defpife $ 
But fuch blind critics rail in vain. 
What ! over-look my radiant train I 
Know, did my legs {your fcorn and 4port) 
The Turkey or die Goofe fupport, 
And did ye fcream with harfher found, 
Thofe fault* in you had ne'er bee* found t 
3 
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To all apparent beauties blind, 
Bach blemira strikes an envious mind. 

Thus in aflcmbiiet hare I feea 
A nymph of brightest cbannt and mka 4« 

Wake envy in each ut^y face, 
And buzzing fcandal fills the place, 

FABLE XII. 

CUPID, HYMBN, AND PLUTUI. 

A 3 Cupid in Cythcra's grove 
**■ Employ'd the letter powers of Lovt, 
Some ftiapc the l>ow, or fie the Aring, 
Some give the taper (haft its wing, 
Or turn the polifii'd quiver's mouldy 5 

Or head the darts with temper'd gold. 
Amidft their toil and various care, 
Thus Hymen, with afluining air, 
Addrefs'd ihc God : " Thou purblind chit, 
Of aukward and ill-judging wit, i« 

If matches are not better made, 
At once 1 mud forfwear my trade. 
You fend inc fuch ill-coupled folks, 
That 'tis a fhame to fell them yokes. 
They fquabblc for a pin, a feather, 15 

And wonder how they came together. 
The hm (band \ fullen, dogged, fi>y f 
The wife grows flippant in reply : 
He loves command and due reftrictionj 
And fhc as well likes contradiction 1 a* 

Vol. II. E SV 
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She never flavifhly fubrhits j 
,^ho '11 have her will, or have her fit*. 
He this way tugs, (tit th* other draws; 
* /The marrgrows jeakros, arid with caufe. , 
Nothing can lave him. but divorce ; 
And here the. wife complies of cotirle." »•. 

" When, fays the boy, had I to do 
With either your affairs or you * 
I never idly fpend my dares ; 
You trade Tn -mefcerwfry- hearts. ' « 

For fettlements the lawyer 's feeM* \ 

Is my^and witnefs to the deed ? 
If they like cat and dog agree* 

r ' ■Go rail at Plutus, not at trie." 

'Flutus appear'd, and faid, " 'Tis true* 
tn marriage, gold is all their view) 
They feek not beauty, wit, or fenfe, 
And love is 'feldom the pretence. 

*" All offer incenfe at my (hrinc, 
t And I alone the bargain fign. 
How can Belinda blame her fate) 
She only afk'd a great eftate. 
t)oris was rich enough, 'tis true j 
Her lord uiuft give her title too t 
And every man, or rich or poor, 
A fortune afks, and aiks no more." 
Avarice, whatever Ihape it bears* 
Mu ft dill be coupled with its cares. 
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THB TAMB STAO. 

AS a young Stag the thicket ptft, 
.The branches held his antlers faft. 
A clown, who faw the captive hung, 
Acrofe the horn* his halter flung. 

Now fafely hamper'd in the cord, 5 

He bore theprefent to .his lord. 
His lord was pleas'd 5 as was the clown, 
When he was tipped with,half-.a-crown. 
The Stag was brought before his wife j 
Th* tender. lady Wegg'd his life. . \% 

How fieek 's jjke. (kin 1 how fpeck'd like ermine 1 * 
Sure never creature was fo charming 1 

At firft within the yard^connVd, 
He flies and hides from all mankind 1 
Now bolder grown, with fk'd amaze, t{ 

■ And diftant awe, prefurites to gaze ; 
Munches the linen on the lines, 
And on a hood or apron dines : 
He ftcals my little matter's bread* 
follows the fervants to be fed : 2% 

. Nearer and nearer now he ftands, 

To feel the praife of patting hands) 
1 Examines every fift for meat, 

And, though repuis'd, difdains retreat; 
^ Attacks again with level'd horns, 15 

And <nan, that was his terror, fcorns. 
L|. v . Ej Such 
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Such is the country maiden's fright. 
When firft a Redcoat is in fight ; 
Behind the door Jhe hides her fa*e f 
rJext nine at diflarice eyes the lace : 
"She now can all his terrors A and, 
Nor from 'hit fqueeze withdraws hex " 
She pUys ramthir tn Ms arms, 
Ami every foldicr hath his charms. 
From tent to tent (he fpreads her flam 
For cuftom conquers fear and Jhamc. 

TABLt XIV, 

§ * XHt MONKEY WHO HAD SEEK TH 

A* + MONK EY f t© reform the dm 
•^** Itefoh-'d to vifit foreign cHmei ; 
For men in olftant legions roam, 
To biing politer manners home. 
So forth he fares, all toil defies i 
Misfortune feYvcs to make us wife. 

At length the treacherous fnare wai 
Poor Pug was caught ; to Town con* 
There foW- (How cnvyM was hit dc 
Mndc captive in i lady's room ') 
Proud, as a lover, of his chains. 
He da j by 4ay her favour gainl* 
Whenever the duty of the clay 
The toilette calls* with mimic phy 
He twirls her 'knot 5, he cracks her fa 
Like any other gemlcman. 
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Pn vifitt too, his^artt and wit, 

When je(h grew dbll, were fure to hit. * 

Proud with % applaufe, he thought hit mind 

In every courtly art refin'd 1 to 

Like Orpheus, burnt with public zeal, 

To civilize the Monkey- weal 1 

80 watch'd occafion, broke hit chain* 

And fought his native woods again. 

The hairy fylvant round him preft, 1-5. 

AftoniuYd at his ftrut and dreft. ' 
Some praife his fleeve, and others glote 
Upon His rich cmbroidcr'd coat, 
Hit dapper pcrriwig commending, 
With the black tail behind depending? 30 

Hit powdcr'd back, above, below, 
Like hoary froilt, or fleecy fnowj- 
But all, with envy and deiire, 
Hit fluttering fhouldcr-knot admire. 

Hear and improve, he pertly cries j $5 

Lcome to make a nation wife. 
Weigh your own worth 1 fuppost your place, 
The next in rank to human race. 
Jn cities long I a pt(Vd my days* 
Cunverv'd with men, and learn'd their ways. 4) 
Their dreft, their courtly manners fee j 
Reform your (late, and copy me. 
Seek ye to thrive ? In flattery deal | 
Your fcorn, your hate, with that conceal 
Seem only to regard your friends, 45 

But ufe them for your private ends.. 

£ 3. Stint 
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Stint not to truth the flow of wit ; 
Be prompt to lie whene'er 'tis Au 
JBend all your force to fpatter merit ; 
Scandal is convocation's fpirit. 
Boldly to every thing pretend, 
And men your talents fball commend. 
I knew the great* Obferve me right ; 
So (hall you grow, like man, polite. 

He fpoke, and bow'd. With muttering j 
The wondering circle grinn'd applaufe. 

Now, warm'd with malice, envy, fpite, 
Their mod obliging friends they bite j 
And, fond to copy human ways, 
Fra&ife new mifchiefs all their days. 

Thus the dull lad, top tall for fchool, 
With travel finiJhes the fool* 
Studious of every coxcomb's airs. 
He drinks, games, drefies, whores, and fwj 
O'erlooks with fcorn all virtuous arts* 
for vice is fitted to his parts. 

FABLE XV. 

THE FH1LOSOFHER. AND THE FHEASAN 

*Tp H E Sage, awak'd at early day, 
*** Through the deep foreft took his way 
Drawn by the mufic of the groves, 
Along the winding gloom he roves : 
From tree to> tive the warbling throats 
Prolong the fweet alternate notes j 
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But, where he paft, he terror threw, 
The fong broke fliort, the warblers AevQi • < 
The thrulhes chatter'd with affright, ■ r ■ .. •■ 
And nightingales abhorred his fight | • •• iq 

All animals before him ran, . . 

To ihun the hateful fight of man. 

Whence is this dread of every creature P * fl 
Fly they our figure, or our nature r 

As thus he walked in mufing thought, ^5 

His ear imperfeft accents caught ; 
With cautious ftep he nearer drew, 
By the thick (hade conceal'd from view. 
High on the branch a pheafant ftood, 
Around her all her liftening brood 1 *• 

Proud of the bleffings of her neft, 
She thus a. mother's care exprefs'd. 

" No dangers heie (hall circumvent* 
Within the woods enjoy content. 
Sooner the hawk cor vulture truft * 2 e 

Than man, of animals the worft. v 

In him ingratitude you find* 
A vice peculiar to the kind. 
The (keep, whole annual fleece is dy'cl 
To guard bis health, and ferve his pride, 3* 

ForcM from his fold and native plain* 
Is in the cruel (hambles (lain. 
The f warms who, with induftrious (kill, ' 
His hives with wax and honey fill, 
In vain whole fummer-days employ M, 35 

Their (lores are ioW, the race deftroy'd.. 

E 4 . What 
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What tribute from the goofe b paid ! 
Does nM her wing all fcienoe aid } 
Does it not lovers* hearts explain. 
And drudge to raife the merchant's gain ? 
What now rewards* this general uie ? 
He takes the quills, and eats the goofe. 
Man' then avoid, deleft his ways, 
So fafety (hall prolong your days. 
> When iervices are thus acquitted, 
Be fure we Pheafants muft be fpitted." 

FABLE XVI. 

THE PIN AND THB NEEDLE. 
A PIN who long had ferv'd a beauty, 
-*■*- Proficient in the toilette's duty, 
Had form'd her fleeve, confin'd her hair, 
Or given her knot a fmarter air, 
Now neareft to her heart was plac'd, 
Now in her manteau's tail difgrac'd : 
But could (he partial Fortune blame, 
Who faw her lovers ferv'd the fame ? 

At length from all her honours caft, 
Through various turns of life (he paft; 
Now glitter'd on a taylor's arm, 
Now kept a beggar's infant warm ; 
Now, rang'd within a mifer's coat, 
Contributes to his yearly groat ; 
Now, rais'd again from low approach, 
JBhe vi fits in, .the doctor's coach i 
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Here, there, by various fortune toik, 

At laft in Qrefliam-hall was loft. 

Charm'd with the wonders of the (how* 

On every fide, above, below, 2% 

She now of this or that inquires > 

What leaft was underftood admires. 

Tis plain, each thing fo (truck her mind, 

Her head *s of virtuofo kind. 

« And pray what 's this, and this, dear Sir?** 25 
" A Needle," fays th* interpreter. 
She knew the name ; and thus the fool 
Addrefs'd her as a tailor's tool. 

« A Needle with that filthy ftone, 
Quite idle, all with ruft o'ergrown ! 3* 

You better might employ your parts, 
And aid the fempftrefs in her arts ; 
But tell me how the friendship grew 
Between that pakry flint and you."" 

'* Friend, fays the Needle* ceafe to blame; 35 
I follow real worth and fame. 
Know 'ft thou the loadftone's power and art* • 
That virtue virtues can impart ? 
Of all his talents I partake : 
Who then can fuch a friend forfake-? ' 49 

Tis I direct the pilot's hand 
To (hun the rocks and treacherous fand 1 
By me the diftant world is known, 
And either India is our own. 
Had I with milliners been bred, • 45 

What had I been? the guide of thread, 

And 
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And drudg*d as vulgar Needles dpi 
Of no more coniequence than you," 

FABLE XVII. 

TH3 SHEPHERD'S DOG AND THE WOLF. 

A WOLF, with hunger fierce and bold, 
Ravag'd the plains, and thinn'd the fold 
Beep in the wood fecure he lay, 
The thefts of night regal'd the day. 
In vain the ihepherd's wakeful care 
Had fpread the toils, and watch'd the fnare; 
In vain the Dog purfued his pace, 
TJie fleeter robber mock'd the chace. 

As Lightfoot rang'd the fbreft round, 
By chance his foe's retreat he found. 

Let us a while the war fufpejod, 
And reafon as from friend to friend. 

" A truce ?" replies the Wolf. Tis done. 
The Dog the parley thus begun. 

" How can that ftrong intrepid mifid 
Attack a weak defencelefs kind ? 
• Thoft- jaws ihould prey on nobler food, 
And think the boar's and lion's blood. 
Great foals with generous pity melt, 
Which coward tyrants never felt. 
How harmless is our fleecy can I 
. , Be brave, and let thy mercy (pare*" 

" Friend, fays the- Wolf, the matter weigh 
^Nature defign'd us bcafts of prey \ 
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Vs fucb, when Hunger finds • treaty tg 

Tis neceflary wolves fhould eat. 

f, mindful of the bleating weal, 

Thy l>ofom burn with real zeal, 

fence, and thy tyrant lord befeech j 

To him repeat the moving fpeech t 3* 

\ Wolf ears weep but now and then* 

Ten thoufands arc devour M by men. 

An opert foe may prove a curfe, 

But a pretended friend it worfe." 

FABLE XVIIL 

THE FAINTER WHO FL EASED NOBODY 
AND EVIRT 10 DY. 

T B S T men fufpc£t your tale untrue f 

*^ Keep probability in view. 

The traveller leaping o'er thofc bounds. 

The credit of bis book confounds. 

Who with his tongue bath armies routed, 5 

Makes cv'n his real courage doubted. 

But flattery never feems abfurd 1 

The flamr'd always tal.c your word t 

Impollibiiities feem juil ; 

They take the Arongcit praifc on trull. 10- 

Hyperboles, though ne'er fo great, 

Will (lill come fhort of fclf-conccic 

So very like a Painter drew, 
That every eye the picture knewj 

He 
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He hit complexion, feature, airy, 
So juft, the life itfelf was there- 
No flattery with his colours laid r . 
To bloom reftor*drthc faded, maid.; 
He gave each mufcle all its ftrength; 
r The mouth, the chin, the nofe'a length ; 
His honed pencil touch'd with truth, 
And mark'd the date of age and youth*. 

He loft his friends, his practice faiPd ;. 
Truth ihould not always be reveal'd : 
In dufty piles his pictures lay, 
For no one fent the fecond pay. 
Two buftos, fraught with every grace, 
A Venus' and Apollo's face, 
He plac'd in view ; refblv'dto-pleafo* 
Whoever fat he drew from thefe, 
From thefe corrected every feature, 
And fprrited each auk ward creature. 
All things were fet ; the hour was come, 
His palette ready o'er his thumb. 
My Lord appear'd ; and, feated right, 
In proper attitude and light, 
The Painter look'd, he (ketch'd the piece,. 
Then dipt his pencil; talk'd of Greece, 
Of Titian's tints, of Guido's air; 
Thofe eyes, my Lord, the fpirit there 
Might well a Raphael's hand require, 
To give them all the native fire ; 
The feature*, fraught with fenfe and wit> 
You '11 grant, ire very hard to hit ; 
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<But yet with patience you (hall view 45 

As much as paint and art can-do." 

Obferve the work. My Lord replied, 
** Till now I thought my mouth was w^Sej 
Betides, my nofc is fomewhat'long; . 
Dear Sir, for me, 'tis far too young." 5* 

" Oh I .pardon me, the artift cry'd^ 
In this, we Painters mud decide* 
The piece ev'n common eyes muft ftrifce, 
1 warrant it extremely like." 

My Lord exanrin'd it a-new; . 55 

No looking-jrlafi feem'd half fo true. 

A lady came ; with borrow'd grace 
He from his Venus form'd her face. 
.Her lover prais'd the Painter's art j 
So like -the jpifture ki bis heart ! fe 

To -every age tome charm he leflt; 
'Ev'n beauties were almoft contents 

Through all the town his art they .prais'd j 
His cuilom grew, his price was nuVd. 
Had he the real likenefs mown, 65 

Would any man the picture own ? 
But, when thus happily he wrought, 
Each found .the likenefs in his thought. 
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FABLE XIX. ** ' 

THE LION AND THE CUB. 

O W fond are men of rule and place, 
Who court it from the mean and bafel 

The* 
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Thefe cannot bear an equal nigh, 

*■ But from fuperier merit fly, ' * 

They lpve, the cellar's vulgar joke, 
And ldfe their hours in ale And frapko. 
There A'er fbme petty club prefide j " 
So poor, fo paltry, is their .pride ! 

r Hay, ev'n with fools Whole nights will (it, 
In hopes to be fupreme in Wit. ' . 
If thefe can read, to thefe 1 write',' 
To fet their worth in trueft light. 

A Lion-cub, of fordid mind, 
Avoided all the Hon kind ; 
Tond of applaute, he fought the feafts 
'Of vulgar and ignoble beafts ; 
"With affes all his time he fpent, " 
Their club's perpetual pre Went. 
He caught their manners, looks, and airs ; 
An afs in every thing but cars ! 
If e'er his Highnefs meant a joke. 
They grinn'd applaufe before he (poke ; 
-But at each word what (bouts of praife I 
<5ood gods ! how natural he braj's 1 

Elate with flattery and conceit, 
He feeks his royal fire's retreat j 
Forward, and fond to (how his parts. 
His Highnefs brays ; the Lion darts. 
" Puppy ! jftafr curstf vociferation 
Betrays thy life and converfation : 
Coxcombs^ an ever-noify race, 
Are rrutrtpew of their own difgrace." * 
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« Why fo fevere ? the Cub replies s 
Our fenate always held me wife." 

" How. weak is pride 1 returns the fire * 3 5 

All fools are vain when fools admire 1 
But know, what ftupid afles prize, 
Lions and noble beads defpife." 

FABLE XX. 

THE OLD HEN AND THE COCK. 

in E STRAIN your child 5 you »U foon bcKert 
**• The text which fays we fprung fromErc. 

As an old Hen led forth her train, 
And feem'd to peck to mow theigrain, 
She rak'd the chaff, fhe fcratch'd the ground, 5 
And glean'd the fparious yard around* 
A giddy chick, to try her wings, 
On the well's 'narrow margin fprings, 
And prone fhe drops. The mother's breaft 
All day with fbtrow was poffeft. i# 

A Cock flic met ; her fon fhc knew 5 
And in her heart affe£tion,grew. 

" My J S6n, (ays the, I grant your year* 
Have reach'd beyond a mother's cares. 
*1 fee you vigorous, ftrong,* and' bold; - s$ 

I hear with joy your triumphs told. 
*Tis not from Cocks thy fate 1 dteadf 
But let thy ever^wary tread 1 

Avoid yon 1 well ; that fatal place 
Is fure perdition to our race. s» 

Print 
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Print this my counfcl on thy breaft j 
To the juft gods I leave the Ted," 

He thtnVd her care ; yet day by day 
His bofoin btrrn'd to difemey. 
And every time the well he faw, 
t>com'd in his heart the fooliJh law : 
14ear and more near each clay lie drew. 
And long'd to try the dangerous view. 

" Why w*t this idle charge "* he cries $ 
Let courage female fears defprfc, 
Or did flic doubt my heart was by arc, 
And therefore this injunction gave t 
Or does her harveft {lore the place 
A treafure for her youngei race ? 
And would (he thus my fearch pitvent* 
I (land refolv'd, and dare th* event." 

Tims faid, he mounts the margin's ron 
And pries into the depth profound* 
He ftrmeh'd his neck ; ^and from beiow 
. . With ftrctching ntck ad vane '<i a foe r 
With wrath his ru$ed pluintrs he roars, 
The foe with ruffled plumes appear* ; 
Threat anfwer'd threat] his fury grew* 
Headlong to meet the war he flew j 
■ But, when the watery death he found, 
He thus lamented as he diown'd : 

** 1 ne'er had been in this condition, 
Sue for my Mother*! prohibition/ 
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FAB L E XXL ■* 

THI RAT-CATCHER AMD CAT!. " 

H E rats by night fuch mifchicf did, • 

Betty wu every morning chid : . 
' undcrminM whole licks of luion* » 

:hccfe wit fapp'd, her tans uck rakcQi 
patties, fcnc'tl with thickcll paile, 5 

: all dcmoliw'd and laid watte : 
uiYd the Cat, for want of duty, 

left her foes a conduit booty. 
1 engineer, of noted (kill, 
g'd to flop the growing ill. i* 

Din 100m to room lie uow furvcyi 
r haunu, their works, their fee ret ways 1 
t wheic they 'fcape an ambufcadc, 
whence the nightly Tally 's made. 
1 envious Cat from place to place, 1 j 

:n, attends his lilent pace * 
aw that, if lus trade went on, 
purring race mud be undone \ 
crctly removes lus haiu, 
every Aratagcm defeats. %& 

fain he fets the poifou'd toils 1 
Pufs again the labour foils. 
What foe (to fruflratc my defigns) 
chemes thus nightly countermines * 
is'd, he cries, this very hour 15 

wretch (hall bleed beneath my power." 
>I^ II. F £• 
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So faid, a ponderous trap he brought, 
And in the fir£t poor ?ufs was caught. 

" Smuggle** ( a y s k c * ^ou &*b be mad 
A vi£rjm to our lofs of trade." 

The captive Cat, with pi&ous mews, 
For pardon, life, and fretdofci futs. 
** A flfter of the fcienee fpate ; 
One intereft is our common care.* 

" What infdlence ! the Man replyM ; 
Shall Cats with us the* '£artie divide ? 
Were all your interlopirig band 
ExtinguiuVd, ok* expell'd the land, 
We Rat-catchers might raife our fees, 
Cole guardians of a nation's- cheefe !" 

A Cat, who faw the lifted knife, 
Thusr fpoke 1 , and fav^d her fifter's life* 

*' In -every age and clime, we fee, 
Two of a trade can ne*er agree. 
* Each hates hrs neighbour for encroaching 3 
'Squire ftigmatizes 'fquire for poaching; 
Beauties with beauties are in arms, 
And fcandal pelts each other's charms ; 
Kings, too, their neighbour-kings dethron 
In hope to make the world their own : 
But let us limit our defues, 
Not war like beauties, kings, and 'fquires 
For, though we both one prey purfue, 
There 's game enough 'for us and you." 



F/ 
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F ABLE XXII. 

THE OOAT WITHOUT A BEARD. 

>np IS certain that the modifli paflions 

"*• Dcfccnd among the crowd like faihioni. 
Excufc roc, then, ifpiide, conceit, 
(The manners of the fuii and great) 
I give to monkcyi, afles, dogs, 5 

Pleas, owls, goat^ buttct flies, and hogs. 
I fay that thefe aro proud : what then } 
I never fiid they equal men. 

A (font (an vain a* Goat can be) 
AfVcflcd Angularity : f 

Whene'er a thymy bank he found, 
lie loll'd upon the fragrant ground, . 
And then with fond attention flood, 
Fix'd o'er his image in the Mood. 

" I hate my frowzy benid, he crirs, 1 - 

My youth u loft in this difguife. 
Hid not the females know my vigour, 
Well might they loath this icveicnd figure.'. 1 

Rcfolv'd to finooih his fbaggy face, 
He fought the barber of the place. 2 ? 

A flippant monkey, fpruce and firuit, 
I laid- by, profefs'd the dapper art j 
His pole with pewter- bafons hung, 
Black lutten teeth in order (I rung, 

V * IUr^/d 
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Rang'd cups, that in the window flood, 
Lin'd with red rags, to look like blood 
Did well his threefold trade explain^ 
Who fhav'd, drew teeth, and breath 'd 

The Goat he welcomes with an air, 
And feats him in his wooden chair : 
Mouth, nofe, and cheek, the lather hi( 
Light, fmooth, and fwift, the razor gli 

" I hope your cuftom, Sir, fays Pug 
Sure never face was half fo fmug »" 

The Goat, impatient for applaufe, 
Swift to the neighbouring hill withdrav 
The fhaggy people grinn'd, and tlar'd. 
•• Heigh-day ! what's here ? without a 
Say* Brother, whence the dire difgrace 
What envious hand hath rohb'd your f; 
When thus the fop, with fmiles of fcor 
44 Are beards by civil nations worn ? 
Ev*n Mufcovites have mow'd their dun 
Shall we, like formal Capuchins, 
Stubborn in pride, retain the mode, 
And bear about the hairy load ? 
Whene'er we through the village ftrayv 
Are we not mock'd along the way, 
Infulted with loud (bouts of fcorn, 
By boys our beards difgrae'd and torn ?' 

" Were you no more with Goats to < 
Brother, I grant you reafon well," 
Replies a bearded chief. ** Betide* 
If boys can mortify thy pride, 
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Teai'd with their cries, her choler grew 
'And thus (he fputter'd. " Hence, ye crev 
* Fool that I was, to entertain 
Such imps, fuch fiends, a hell'rfh train ! 
'Had ye been never hou^'d and nurs'd, 
I for a witch had ne'er been curs'd. 
To you I owe that crowds of boys 
"Worry me with -eternal noife ; 
Straws laid acrofs my pace retard, 
The horf<fftoe *s nail'd (each tmxlhold's gu; 
The ftunted broom the wenches hide, 
•For fear that I thould up and ride ; 
"They flick with pins my bleeding feat, 
And bid me (how my fecret teat/' 

" To hear you prate, would vex a faint, 
Who hath mofl reafon of complaint ?'* 
Replies a Gat. " Let 's come to proof. 
Had we ne'er ftarv'd beneath your roof, 
We had, like others of our race, 
In credit liv'd as beafts of chace. 
'Tis infamy to ferve a hag; 
Cats are thought imps, her broom a nag ; 
And boys again ft our lives combine, 
Bccaufc tis iaid your Cats-have Bine." 



*J 



TABLE XXIV. 

II BUTT1RPLY AND TMI SHAH,. 

- upftarts, infoltnt in place, 
emind-us of their vulgar raco, 
i the fun (bine of the morn 
cifly (but newly born) 
>udly peiking on a rofc, f 

c*i t conceit bis bofom glows* 
ig* (til glorious to behold) 
with tfcurc, jet, and gold* 4 

c difplays ; tbc fpanglcd dew 
i his eyes Aod various hue. i* 

tow-forgotten friend, a Snail, 
, hi* hooft* with llimy trail, 
o'er the graft j whom when be fpict, 
h he to the gardcucr cries : 
hat means ,yoiT peafant's daily toil, 15 

lioaking weedr. to rid the foil ? 
akc you to the morning*! care ? 
ith new arts corrccl the year } 
rpws the paftch with crimfon hue J 
ty the plumb's inviting blue ? 1% 

icy to featt hit tafte dcfitfn'd, 
:rmin of voraciootkind ) 
ben the flow,' the pilfering race, 
;c thy garden 'from difgracc. M 

F 4 « What 
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" What arrogance! the Snail reply 'd; 
How infolent is upftart pride ! 
Hadft thou not thus, with infult vain, 
Provok'd my patience to complain, 
I had conceai'd thy meaner birth, 
Nor trae'd thee to the fcum of earth : 
For fcarce nine funs have wak'd the hours, 
To fwell the fruit, and paint the flowers, 
Since I thy humbler life furvey'd, 
In bafc, in fordid guife array'd j 
A hideous infect, vile, unclean, 
You dragg'd a (low and noifome train j 
And from your fpider-bowels drew 
Foul film, and fpun the dirty clue. 
I own my humble life, good friend ; 
Snail was I born, and Snail (hall end. 
And what 's a Butterfly ? at beft 
He 's but a caterpillar dreft 5 
And ali thy race (a numerous feed) 
Shall prove of caterpillar breed." 

fable; xxv. 

THE SCOLD AND THE PARROT. 

HP HE hufband thus reprov'd his wife: 
■*■ « Who deals in dander, lives in ftrifc. 
Art thou the herald of difgracc, 
Denouncing war to all thy race ? 
Can nothing quell thy thunder's rage, 
Which fpares nor friend, nor fcx, nor age ? 
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Tut vixen tongue of your's, my Dear, 

Harms our neighbours far and near. 

rood Oodt I 'tit like a rolling river, 

That murmuring flows and flows for ever I 10 

Je'er tir'd, perpetual difcoid fowingt 

-ike Fame, ic gathers (Irength by going." 

" Heigh- day !" the flippant tongue replies, 
1 How (olemn is the fool I how wife I 
« Nature's choice ft gift dchatr'd I 15 

Jay, frown notj for 1 will he heard. 
rVomen of late ate finely ridden, 
V Parrot's privilege forbidden I 
Ifou praifc his talk, his fqualling fongf 
Jut wives are always in the wrong." ao 

Now reputation* flew in pieces 
)f mothers, daughters, aunts, and nieces 1 
the ran the Parrot's language o'er, 
iawd, hulfy, drunkard, (lattern, whore | 
)n all the fcx (he vents her fury, 15 

Tries and condemns without a jury* 

At once the torrent of her words 
Alarm'd car, monkey, dogs, and birds 1 
All join their foices to confound her, 
,'ufs fpits, the monkey chatters round her 1 30 
The yelping cur her heels tlfault* 1 
The magpie blahs out all her faults 1 
Ml, in the uproar, from his cage, 
With this rebuke outfcreain'd her rage, 

44 A Parrot is for talking prit'd, 35 

But prattling women are defpis'd, 

7 She 
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She who attacks another** honour, 
Draws every: living thing upon her. 
Think, Madam, when you ftretch your 1 
■That all jour neighbours too have tongue 
Otic Hinder muft ten thoufand get; 
The world with ictereft pays the debt. 



FABLE XXVL 

THE CUR. AND THE MAST|FP. 

A SNEAKING Cur, the matter'* fpy 
Rewarded for his daily lye, 
"With feast jetloufics and fears 
"Set all together by the ears. 
Poor^ufs to-day was in difgrace, 
Another Cat fupply'd her place ; 
. The Hound was beat, the Maftiff chid, 
* *The Monkey was the room forbid $ 
''Each to his deareft friend frrew fhy, 
And none could tell the reafon why. 
A plan to rob the houfe was laid : 
The thief with love fedue'd the maid, 
>CajoKd the Cur, and ftroak'd his head, 
And bought his fecrecy with bread j 
He next die Maftiff's honottr try'd, 
Whofc honeft jaws the bribe defy'd | 
He fVretch'd his hand to proffer more; 
The Turly Dog his fingers, tore. 
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Swift ran the Cur ; with indignation 
The Mailer took his information. to 

" Hang him, the villain 's curVd," he criet \ 
And round hit neck the halter tiet. 

The Dog hit humble fuit prefcrr'd, 
And hegg'd in juftice to he heard. 
The MaAcr fate. On either hand *$ 

The cited Dogs confronting (Vand j 
The Cur the bloody tale relates, 
And, like a Lawyer, aggravates. 

41 Judge not unheard, the MalHfVcry'd, 
'But weigh the caufc of cither fide. .3% 

Think not that treachery can be jud 1 
Take not infoimcrs' words on truft 1 
They o|* their hand to every pay, 
And you and m« by turns Itftray." 

He fpoke \ and all the truth appcarM t 3 5 

The Cur was lung'd, the MaftiH'clearM. 



FABLE XXVII. 

THE SICK MAN AND THI AKOIL. 

" TS there no hope?" the fick man faid. 

■* The ftlent Doctor fliook his head, 
And took his leave with ftgns of forrow, 
Def pairing of his fee to*morrow. 

When thus the Man, with gafping breath j 5 
« I feel the clulKng wound of Death. 

6inc« 
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Since I muft bid the world adieu, 
Let me my former life review. 
I grant my bargains well were made, 
But all men over-reach in trade ; 
'Tis felf-defence in each profcffion ; 
Sure felf-defence is no tranfgreffion. 
The little portion in my hands, 
By good fecurity on lands 
Is well increas'd. If, unaware^ 
My juftice to myfclf and heirs 
Hath let my debtor rot in jail, 
\For want of good fufficient bail ; 
If I, by- writ, or bond, or deed, 
Reduc'd a family to need ; 
My will hath made the world amends ; 
My hope on charity depends. 
When I am numbered with the dead, 
And all my pious gifts arc read, 
By heaven and earth 'twill then be known 
My charities were amply ihown." 

An Angel came. " Ah ! Friend ! he c 
No more in flattering hope confide. 
Can thy good deeds in former times 
Outweigh the balance of thy crimes ? 
"What widow or what orphan prays 
To crown thy life with length of days ? 
A pious a&ion 's in thy power, 
Embrace with joy the happy hour. 
Now, while you draw the vital air, 
Prqve your intention is> fincere : 
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* Viis inftant give a hundred pound ; 
Your neighbours want, and you abound." 

" But why fuch hafte, the iick Man whines-; 
Who knows as yet what Heaven defigns ? 40 

Perhaps I may recover Mill. 
That Turn and more are in my will.** 

u Fool, fays the Vifion, now 'tis plain 
Your life, your foul, your Heaven, was gain. 
From every fide, with all your might, 45 

You fcrap'd, and fcrap'd l>eyortd your right ; 
And after death would fain atone, 
By giving what is not your own." 

" While there is life, there 's hope, he cry'd ; 
Then why fuch hade ?" fo groan'd, and dy'd* 5Q 



fable xxvirr. 

THE PERSIAN, THE SUN, AND THE CLOUD. 

TS there a hard whom genius fires, 

Whofe every thought the God infpirts ? 
When Envy reads the nervous lines, 
She frets, (he rails, (he raves, (he pines; 
Her hi fling fnakes with venom fwell ; 
She calls her venal train from hell : 
The fervile fiends her nod obey, 
And all Curll's authors are in pay. 
Fame calls up Calumny and Spite: 
Thus lhadow owes its birth to light. 



As, 
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As, proftrate to the God of Day, 
With heart devout, a Perfian lay, 
His invocation thus begun : 

«' Parent of Light ! all-feeing Sun ! 
Prolific beam, whofe rays cftfpenfe 
The various gifts of Providence, 
Accept our praife, our daily prayer $ 
Smile on our fields, and blefs the" year.'* 

A Cloud, who mock'd his grateful tongt 
The day with fudden darknefs hung j 
With pride and envy fwell'd, aloud 
A voice thus thunder 'd from the Cloud. 

" Weak is this gaudy god of thine, 
Whom I at will forbid to fhine. 
Shall I nor vows nor incenfe know ? 
Where praife is due, the praife beftow."' 

With fervent zeal the Perfian mov'd, 
Thus the proud Calumny reprbv'd. 
'ttR was that God who claims ray prayer 
Who gave thee birth, and rais'd thee there \ 
When o'er his beams the veil is thrown, 
Thy fubftance is but plainer mown : 
A pafling gale, a puff of wind, 
Pifpels thy thickeft troops combin'd." 

The gale arofe ; the vapour toft 
(The fport of winds) in air was loft ; 
The glorious orb the day refines. 
Thus envy breaks, thus merit fhines. 



\ 
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FABLE XXIX. 

the roof At tms point of death. 

A FOX, in life's extreme decay, 
^^ Weak, tick, and faint, expiring lay: 
All appetite had left hit maw, 
And ago difarm'd hit mumbling jaw. 
His numerous race around him Hand, 5 

To learn their dying fire's command : 
He rais'd his head with whining moan. 
And thus was heard the feeble tone. 

44 Ah ! Sons ! from evil wajs depart 1 
My crimes lie heavy on my heart. i# 

Sec, fee, the murder'd Cccfc appear ! 
Why arc thofc bleeding Turkeys there } 
Why all arouud this cackling train, 
Who haunt my can for chicken (lain?' 1 

The hungry Foxes round them ftai'd, 15 

And for the promis'd fcaft prcpar'd. 

44 Where, Sir, is all this dainty cheer? 
Nor Tu 1 key, Goofc, nor Hen, is here. 
Thefc arc the phantoms of your brain; 
And your fons lick their lips in vain." t# 

4< O Gluttons I fays the drooping Sire, 
Rcftrain inordinate dcfirc. 
Your liquorifh tafte you (hall deplore, 
When peace of confciencc is no more, 

1 Does 
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Does not the hound betray our pace, 

And gins and guns deftroy our race ? 

Thieves dread the fearching eye of power ; 

And never feel the quiet hour. 

Old age (which few of us mall know) - k 

Now puts a period to my woe. 

Would you true happinefs attain, 

Let honefty your patfions rein j 

So live in credit and eftecm, 

And the good name you loft redeem.'* 

" The counfel *s good, a Fox niplxes, 
Could we perform what you advife. 
Think What our anccftors have done; 
A line of thieves from fon to fon. 
To us defcends the long difgrace, 
And infamy hath markM our race. 
Though we, like harmlefs fhecp, mould fee* 
Honeft in thought, in word, and deed, 
Whatever hen-rooft is decreased, 
We (hall be thought to fhare the feaft. 
The change ihall never be heliev'd. 
A loft good name is ne'er retrieved. '• 

" Nay, then, replies the feeble Fox, 
(But, hark! I hear a hen that clucks) 
Go ; but be moderate in your food ; 
A chicken, too,' might do me good." 
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FABLE XXX. 

THE SfiTTINO-DOO AND THE PARTRIDGE* 

T^HE ranging Dog the (tubblc tries, 

And fcarches every breeze that flies; 
The (cent grows warm ; with cautious fear 
He creeps, and points the covey near j 
The men, in filence, far behind, 5 

Confcious of game, die net unbind. 

A Partridge, with experience wife, 
The fraud ful preparation fpies ; 
She mocks their toils, alarms her brood, 
The covey fprings, and feeks the wood ; iq 

^ut, ere her certain wing (lie tries, 
Thus to the creeping Spaniel cries : 
* Thou fawning flave to man's deceit, 
Thou pimp of luxury, fneaking cheat, 
Of thy whole fpecies thou difgrace; 15 

Dogs fcould difowu thee of tl)cir race ! 
For, if I judge their native parts, 
They're born. with hpnefl opeji hearts j 
And, ere they fcrr'd man's wicked ends, 
Were generous foes, or real friends." zt 

When rhus the Dog, with fcornful (mile : 
" Secure of wing, thou darft revile. 
Clowns are to polifli'd manners blind ; 
How ignerant is tlie ruftjc mind ! 

Vol. II. G ]V% 
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My worth fagacious courtiers fee, 
And to preferment rife, like me. 
The thriving pimp, who beauty. fets, 
Hath oft' enhane'd a nation's debts : 
Friend fets his friend, without regard, 
And minifters his fkill reward : 
Thus train'd by man, I learnt his ways ; 
And growing favour feafts my days." 

" I might have guefs'd, the Partridge faid 
The place where you were train'd and fed; 
"• Servants are apt, and in a trice 
Ape to a hair their matter's vice. 
You came from court, you fay. Adieu I" 
She faid, and to the covey flew. 



FABLE XXXI. 

THE UNIVERSAL APPARITION. 

A RAKE, by every paffion rul'd, 
"^^- With every vice his youth had cool*d j 
Difeafe his tainted blood alTails ; 
His fpirits droop, his vigour fails : 
With fecret ills at home he pines, 
And, like infirm old age, declines. 

As, twing'd with pain, he penfive fits, 
And raves, and prays, and fwears, by fits,. 
A ghaftly Phantom, lean and wan, 
Before him rofe, and thus began : 



^ 
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" My name, perhaps, hath reach'd your ear; 
Attend, and be advis'd by Care. 
Nor love, nor honour, wealth, nor power, 
Can give the heart a ch earful hour, 
^Vhen health is loft. Be timely wife : 15 

With health all tafte of pleafure flies." 
Thus faid, the Phantom difappears. 
The wary counfel wak'd his fears. 
fit now from all excefs abftains, 
Wth phyfic purifies his veins ; !• 

-And, to procure a fober life, 
Rfolves to venture on a wife. 

But now again the Sprite afcends, 
'Vfliere'er he walks, his ear attends, 
lafinuates that beauty 's frail, 45 

"X'hat perfeverance muft prevail; 
"Vfith jealoufies his brain inflames, 
And whifpers all her lovers' names. 
tn other hours fhe reprefents 
"lis houfehold charge, his annual rents, 30 

ncreafmg debts, perplexing duns, 
nd nothing for his younger fons. 
Straight all his thought to gain he turns, 
d with the thirft of lucre burns. 
, when poffefs'd of Fortune's (lore, 35 

Spe&re haunts him more and more ; 
want and mifery in view, 
thieves, and all the murdering crew; 
is him with eternal frights, 
his dream, or wakes his nights* 40 

G 2 How 
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How fhall be chace this hideous gueft? 
Power may perhaps protect his reft. 
To Power he Tofe. Again the Sprite 
Bcfets him morning, noon, and night j 
Talks of Ambition's tottering feat, 
How Envy perfecutee the great, 
Of rival hate, of treacherous friends, 
And what difgrace his fall attends. 

The court he quits, to fly from Care, 
And feeks the peace of rural air: 
"His groves, his fields, amus'd his hours j 
He prun'd his trees, he rais'-d his flowers* 
But Care again his fleps purfues, 
Warns him of blafts, of blighting dews, 
Of plundering infers, fnails, and rains, 
And droughts that itarv'd the labour'd plai 
Abroad, at home, the Spedrre -s there ; 
f n vain we feelc to fly from Care. 

At length he thus the GUoft addreft t 
(l Since thou muft be my conftant gucft, 
?Be kind, and follow me no more ; 
*For Care, by right, fhould go before." 

FABLE XXXTr. 

THE TWO OWLS AND THE SPARROW 

*Tp \V O formal Owl$ together far, 
A Confcrang thus in folemn chat. 
'* How is the modern tafte dacay'd ! 
Where *s the refp*& to wifttem paid ? 
5 
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Our worth the Grecian fagcs knew? * $ 

They gave our fires the honour due r 

They weigh'd the dignity of fowls, 

And pry'd into the depth of Owls. 

Athens, the feat of learned fame, 

With general voice rcverM our name j *•■ 

On merit title was conferr'd, 

And all ador'd th* Athenian binl." 
" Brother, you reafbn well , replies 

The foleran mate, with half-fhut eves. 

Kight. Athens was the feat of learning* r $ 

And truly wifdom is difcernrng. 

BeGdes, on Pallas' helm we fir* 

The type and ornament of wit : 

But now, alas ! we 're quite negle£red r 

And a pert Sparrow 's more refpefred." z% 

A Sparrow, who was lodg'd betide, 
' O'erliears them- fboth each other's prick: j 

And thus he nimbly vents hrs heat : 
i * : Who meets a fool muft find conceit. 

1 grant you wete at Athens grae'd, • 2.5 

; And 00 Minerva-'s hekn were plac'd ; 

But every bird that wings the fky, 

Except an. Owl, can terr you why r 

from hence they taught their fizhools to know 

How falfe we judge by outward (how j 3» 

That we fherokl nevet looks efteem, 

Since fools as wife as yon might feem* 

Would ye cdntempt and fcorn avoid, 

Let your vain-glory be deftroy'd : 

G 3. I-lumbfe 
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Humble your arrogance of thought, 
Purfue the ways by Nature taught : 
So lhall you find delicious fare, 
And grateful farmers praife your care ; 
So fhall fleek mice your chace reward, 
And no keen cat find more regard. " 



FABLE XXXIII. 

THE COURTIER AND PROTEUS. 

TXTHENE'ER a Courtier's out of pla 

* * The country flickers his difgrace j 
Where, ck)om'd to exercifc and health, 
His houfe and gardens own his wealth. 
He builds new fchemes, in hope to gain 
The plunder of another reign ; 
Like Philip's fon, would fain l>e doing, 
And fighs for other realms to ruin. 

As one of thefe (without his wand) 
Penfive along the winding ftrand 
Employ'd the folitary hour, 
In projects to regain his power, 
The waves in fpreading circles ran, 
Proteus arofe, and thus began. 

" Came you from court ? for in your rr 
A felf-important air is feem" 

He frankly own'd his friends had trick* 
And how he fell his party's vi&im. 



^ 
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" Know, fays the God, by matchlefs (kill 
; I change to every fhape at will ; *• 

But yet, I 'in told, at court you fee 
Thofe who prefume to rival me." 

Thus faid : a Snike, with hideous trail, 
Proteus extends his fcaly mail. 

" Know, fays the Man, though proud in place, 
All Courtiers are of reptile racf . 
Like you, they take that dreadful form, 
Bafk in the fun, and fly the dorm ; 
With malice hifs, with envy glote, 
And for convenience change their coat ; 3* 

With new-got luftre rear their head, 
Though on a dunghill born and bred." 

Sudden the God a Lion ftands ; 
He fliakes his mane, he fpurns the fands. 
Now a fierce Lynx, with fiery glare j 3 5 

A Wolf, an Afs, a Fox, a Bear. 

" Had I ne'er liv'd at court, he cries, 
Such transformation might furprize ; 
But there, in queft of daily game, 
Each able Courtier a£te the fame; 4* 

Wolves, Lions, Lynxes, while in place, 
Their friends and lellows are their chacc. 
They play the Bear's and Fox's part, 
Now rob by force, now deal with art. 
They fometimes in the fenare bray, 45 

Or, chang'd again to beads of prey, 
Down from the Lion to the A pe, 
Praftife the frauds of every fhape." 

G 4 S« 
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So fatd : upon the god he flies, 

In cords the ft niggling captive ties. 5* 

" Nowj Proteus ! now (to truth compell'd) 
Speak, and confefs thy art excelPd. 
Ufc ftrength, farprize, or what you mil, 
The Courtier finds evafions flill 5 
Kot to be bound by any ties, 5$ 

And never forc*d to leave his lyes." 



FABLE XXXIV. 

THE MASTIFFS. 

HP HOSE who in quarrels interpofc, 
-*■ Muft often wipe a bloody nofe. 

A Maftiff, of true Englifli blood, 
Lov'd fighting better than his food. 
When dogs were fnarling for a hone, 
lie long'd to make the war his own, 
And often found (when two contend) 
To intcrpofc obtain'd his end. 
lie glory d in his limping pace ; 
The fears of honour feam'd his face ; 
In every limb a gam appears, 
And frequent fights retrenched his cart. 

As on a time he heard from far 
Two dogs engag'd in noify War, 
Away he fcours, and lays about him, 
Rcfolv'd no fray ftxould be without him. 
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Forth from his yard a tanner flics, 
And to the bold intruder cries : 

" A cudgel ihall correft your manners : 
Whence fpmng this curfed hate to tanners ? te 
While on my dog you vent your fpite, 
Sirrah ! 'tis me you dare not bite." 

To fee the battle thus perplex'd, 
With equal rage a butcher, vex'd, 
Hoarfe-fcreaming from the circled crowd, 25 

To the curs'd MaftifF cries aloud : 

" Both Hockleyhole and Marybone ' 
The combats of my dog have known : 
He ne'er, like bullies, coward -hearted, 
Attacks in public, to be parted* 39 

Think not, rafh fool, to {hare his fame j 
Be his the honour, or the ihame." 

Thus faid, they fwore, and rav'd like thunder, 
Then dragg'd their faften'd dogs afundtr; 
While clubs and kicks from every fide 35 

Rebounded from the Maftiff's hide. 

All reeking how wkh fweat and blood, 
A while the parted Warriors flood ; 
Then pour'd upon the meddling foe, 
Who, worried, howl'd and fprawl'd bcloOfV 40 
He rofe j and, limping from the fray, 
By both fide* mangled, fheak'd away*. 
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FABLE XXXV. 

THE BARLEY-MOW AND THE DUNGHILL. 

TTQW many faucy airs we meet 

-*"■*■ From Temple-bar to Aldgate-flreet ! 

Proud rogues, who ihar'tl the South-fea prey, 

And fprung like mufhrooms in a day ! 

They think it mean to condefcend 5 

To know a brother or a friend ; 

They blufh to hear their mother's name, 

And by their pride cxpofe their fhame. 

As crofs his yard, at early day, 
A careful farmer took his way, i» 

He ftopp'd j and, leaning on his fork, 
Obferv'd the flail's incetFant work. 
In thought he meafur'd all his ftore, 
His geefe, his hogs, he number'd o'er; 
In fancy weigh'd the fleeces morn, 15 

And multiply'd the next year's corn. 

A Barley-mow, which flood betide, 
Thus to its muring maftcr cry'd : 

" Say, good Sir, is it fit or right 
To treat me with negleft and flight ? 29 

Me, who contribute to your cheer, 
And raife your mirth with ale and beer ? 
Why thus infulted, thus difgrae'd, 
And that vile Dunghill near me plac'u ? 

Are 
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Arc thofe poor f weepings of a groom, 25 

That filthy fight, that naufeous fume, 
Meet objects here ? Command it hence ; 
A thing fo mean muft give offence.** 

The humble Dunghill thus reply'd : 
u Thy matter hears , and mocks thy pride : 30 
Infult not thus the meek and )o\v ; 
In me thy benefa&or know ; 
My warm afiiftance gave thee birth, 
Or thou hadft perifh'd low in earth j 
But up-ftarts, to fupport their ftation, 35 

Cancel at once all obligation/' 



FABLE XXXVI. 

PYTHAGORAS AND THE COUNTRYMAN. 

T)YTHAGORAS rofe at early dawn, 
•*• By foaring meditation drawn ; 
To breathe the fragrance of the day, 
Through flowery fields he took his way. 
In mufing contemplation warm, 5 

His fteps mi fled him to a farm, 
Where on a ladder's topmoft round 
\A peafant flood ; the hammer's found 
Shook the weak barn. " Say, friend, what care 
Calls for thy honeft labour there ?" 10 

The Clown, with furly voice replies, 
li Vengeance aloud for juflicc cries. 

3 This 
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My hens' aM»J. » vfe h , t b paid 5 
See on tVic vm Wi kin d, 

But, it «**« 7 f 

Think how the g> . Kis hour* l 

W hat bloody fc^^^ght, 
O impugn 06 ot po* ' kite , 

VTte« Hcav« the « W 

Own Aen this ufta , n , 

TM g** ev *°* u 7s fubmit to Fate, 

Kn -ntfDenfa^. 
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FABLE XXXVII. 

TKB, FARMER'* WIFE AND TBI RAVEN. 

TTTHY are thofe tears ? why droops your head? 

* * Is then your other hufband dead ? 
Or does a worfe»difgrace betide ? 
Math no one finee his death apply'd ? 

Alas ! you know the caufe too well j 5 

The fait is fpilt, to me it fell j 
Then, to contribute to my lofs, 
My knife and fork were laid acrofs 1 
On Friday too ! the day I dread ! 
Would I were fafe at home in bed ! *# 

Laft night (I vow to Heaven 'tis true) 
Bounce from the lire a coffin flew. 
Next poft fome fatal news {hall tell : 
God fend my Cornilh friends be well ! 

Unhappy Widow, ceafe thy tears, 15 

Nor feel ajfii&iojn in thy fears j 
Let not thy ftomach be fufpended ; 
Eat now, and weep when dinner *s ended ; 
And, when the butler clears the table, 
For thy defert I '11 read my Fable. t# 

Betwixt her fwagging pannier's load 
A Farmer's Wife to market rode, 
And, joggiAg on, with thoughtful care, 
Summ'd up the profits of her ware 1 
When, darting from her filver dream, 35 

Thus far and wide was heard her fcrcam. 

" That 
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" That Raven on yon* left-hand oak 
(Curfc on his ill-betiding croak !) 
Bodes me no good." No more fhe faid, 
. When poor blind Ball, with (rambling treadi 3# 
Fell prone ; o erturn'd the pannier lay, 
And her mafh'd eggs beftrow'd the way. 

She, fprawling in the yellow road, 
Rail'd, fwore, and curs'd. " Thou croaking toad, 
A murrain take thy whorefon throat I 35 

I knew misfortune in the note." 

" Dame, quoth the Raven, fpare your oaths, 
Unclench your fill, and wipe your cloaths. 
But why on me thofe curies thrown ? 
Goody, the fault was all your own ; 4*. 

For, had you laid this brittle ware . 
On Dun, the old fure-footed mare, 
Though all the Ravens of the Hundred 
With croaking had your tongue out-thundered, 
Sure-footed Dun had kept her legs, 45 

And you, good Woman, fav'd your eggs.* 1 • 



FABLE XXXVIII. 

THE TURKEY AND THE ANT. 

IN other men we faults can fpy, 
And blame the mote that dims their eye, 
Each little fpeck and blemifh find ; 
To our own flronger errors blind. 

ATur- 
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y, tir'd of common food, 5 

: barn, and fought the wood ; 

ran an infant train, 

here and there a grain. 

ir, my Birds I the Mother cries, 

:licious fare fupplicsj i« 

bufy negroc race, 

1 blacken all the place ! 

ike mc with freedom eat \ 

mod delightful meat. 

i, how envy'd, were our life, xj 

•ut 'fcapc the poulterer's knife I 

urs'd man, on Turkeys preys, 

mas fhortcns all our days. 

with oyftets wc combine, 

ail 1 ft the favoury chine ; 40 

dw pcafant to the lord, 

:y fmokes on every board. 

:>r gluttony are cutVd, 

n deadly fins the woifl." 

who climb'd beyond bis reach, 15 

:r'd from ibe ncighbouiing beech : 
remark another's fin, 
1 confcicncc look within 1 

more voracious bill, 
reakfaft nations kill." 3* 



FABLE 



"""IF J 



F A B t E -XXXI^ , 4 

THE FATHER AND JUflTEH* 

• 

npHE Man to Jove his fuit prefcrr'fl j • 
-*- He bcgg'5 a wife : bis prayer was he; 
Jove wonder'd at his bold addrefiing j * 
For how precarious is the ble^ing? •* - 

A wife he takes : aad now fbr^ heirs 
Again he- worries Heaven with prayers. 
Jove nods affent : two hopeful boys * 
And a fine girl reward his joys., . 

Now more folicitous he grew, 
And fet their future lives in vi«w ; f „ '* 
He faw that all refpecl and duy 
Were paid to wealth, to power, and bcluti 

" Once more, he cries, accept toy prayci 
Make my lov'd progeny thy care : 
Let my firft hope, my farourite boy, 
All Fortune's richeft gifts dhjoy. 
My next with ftrong ambition fire ; 
May favour teach him to afpire, 
Till he the ftep of power afcend, • 
And courtiers to their idol bend J 
With every grace, with every charm, 
' My daughter's perfect features arm. 
If Heaven approve, a Father 's blcfs'd." 
Jove fmiles, and grants his full requeft. 

The firft, a mifer at the heart, 
Studious of every griping art, 



* * Hemhoiiids^n hoards with anxious pain, 
|' SjAfl as his, ljfe devotet to gain. 

' Jneitfbeis no joy) his cares increafe, 

•* Jle oeyher wakes nor deeps i n peace j 3 • 

. In fanc$*c^want (a wretch complete) 
. ^e ifcarves, afld yet he dares not eat. 
f jT*he%iext rAfudclen honours grew ; 
t * The Writing #i\of»rpurtsJie knew; 

Jle^reachHl the bqagk of t poVer and place, 35 

"'•HThen fejl the xi&m «f difgrace. 
% ••TSaiuty wiM early -bloom fupplies 

* Jlis daughter's ch^ks, and points her eyes. 
% JXhl vfin cjpqucttc eacjk iuit'difdains, 

.^fed glciie4«niJ^er^overs , pains. ' '4# 

* WithUge (he fadesf each lover flies ; 

.' • £<Wcnin "a. foV.'ornjp (he pines and dies. 
* WWb Jove tfifc father's grief furvey'd, 
And ncard-him Heaven and Fate upbraid, 
* Thul fpoke the God : " By outward (how 45 
MenJudge^of happinets an^wo^. 
Shaft ignoiance of good and ill 
Dare to direct In* eternal will* 
Seek virtue; fnd,"or" that polled, 
To Providence refign the reiV 54 



FABLE XL. 

THE TWO MONKEYS. 

*■¥"* H E learned, full of inward pride, 
A The fops of outward fhow deride ; 
Vol. II. H ry.f. 



^f G A T-^5 > * O f 1W^I> *v^. 

* • t » *f 

The fop, with learning ap defiance^ # « J «i 

'Scoffs at the pedant and the'fcienc^ >#^T *JU 
The Don, a formal -foleran (trotter,, * * Ji?< 
Defpifes Monfieur's airs a$d 'flatter? * ; ^» ■ j 
While .Monfiejjr mocks the^formal fooJ,£ « ; T 
Who looks, and fpeaks, aridHyalksJ/by Tuli^\? 
Britain, a medley 0/ the'twa^ , y * ■ •,**' 
As pert as France, as^rave««i"Sypa§i,- + m ^ j 
In fancy wifer than rile reft . % #> "*■ *^^ ^ 
Laughs at them both,, of b^t^tji, jeft. . „ ^T '•*« 
Is not the Poet's chiming'olofe J > * : *It •Tl 
Cenfur'd by all tjiefons o^Pro/*?*" • . , 1 
While bards of quicR 'imagination fc ^« j^' ' J 
sDeipife the fleepy prbTe nagTa'aon^ », •;« *' Jc 
Men laugh at apes : .they rne* cont&nn ; + ; 
for what arc we but apes to tjiem *\ ^* *rf 

Two Monkeys went*t4*Soirthw«rr1if«A ***1 
*No critics had a fourer air : . "\ «-** *'| 

They fore'd their wa$r thron|h draggled folks, i 
Who gap'd to catch Jack Puddingfc jokes'; « 
Then took their tickers for -the (how, • *"*. " 
And got by chance* the* foremoft row. 
To fee their grave observing face, * ■ 3 

Provok'd a laugh through all the place. 

" Brother, fays Pug, and turn'd his head, 
The rabble *s monftroufly ill-bred." 

Now through the booth loud hiffes ran, 
Nor ended till the (how began. 
The tumbler whirls the fiip-flap round, 
W «th fomerfets he fhakes the ground ; 



^Tljc cord Beneath flic dancer fpiings 5 
^Alow^n air $ie viulter\rvvings j 
^Eftfoi'ted noVj now prone depends, 35 

" thicri Jli hit twjfted arms afcends ; 
owd, io'twiidc'r and delight, 
effpoif g ha/iiNT oppfcuui the (l^hc. 
ith fmi[c|j fijothPu^,**' If pranks like thcf« 
Tkp gitct^p* of j£af«n plcafe, 4« 

5o L r ^ul4 th*j«vo»der a^our alts !' 
V**&^ mu ^ ati Jk 11s for.our pr»rts. 
«lt^on rlMyif 1 'jeTfecn you cling, 
^IFlAy, f^viiT'^nd turn in tiering.: 
*. tlowfagfnole ciumty tilings like me, 45 

V*S£^^ & &qnn^to'm tjce*to tree ? 

Jhft*etj bj/»t$is apaJayfc, we find 
A ?^£ fbujjttors of our kind - 
t£uifcejfi out Wkrth, #ur ^arw regard, 
^ ~ Wilkpuf fgeatr mimics thus reward.** 5* 

* •* flrother'thc^gfinninginate replies, 

In Uiit I grajf that man is wife ; 
** Wrfle good example they purfue, 
Wc mull allow fomc pr*iftr is due ; 
But, when they fttairt beyond their guide, 55 

I laugh to fcorn the mimic pride ; 
For how fantaftic is the fight, 
To meet men always bolt upright, 
Bccaufc we fometimes walk on two I 
I hake the imitating crew." ft* 
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gesas^ 



And nods, V* * of *»,* • • . •• . 7» 

fV fr«a o£ VST* \ Ve fcooup? CT* # «• 

W V.«fiocks^ t0 



► * * ^ ^ .* ** 
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w|t, t!hey^fO{yd my (Ught'Jiehind, 

faraj; of'fcporior kind." 

^F truer Jfaugh'd, and thus reply'd : 

i dqP important lump of pride, 3* 

rfcfcu vvim that *har(h grating tongue 

hkfe birds jof warbling fong ? 

f Yhy fpleen : know mcrjj and fowl 

^tto*,** thjtoi aA, an Owl. 

i proud •BWl^kCJwkl l>c not vain j 5 

if ttootf CfiVrt &V (lives ami train : 

How WMclom or her rulet-j 

11 Jtri&dn' follow foafcu" 

<V ■■' - : 

\iPA'B L E *XLil. 
* tm^^uctOCeVi. 
JGGL*BR lon£ through all the Town 
V J!^ 1 h* s . fortune and renown ; 
thgnk (fo Jiar W art tranfcends) 
m at ^is finders* ends. 
liQand hi inanity (he read his bill ; 5 

:'d of his inferior. flufl, 
glu his l>foth, ami from the crowd 
the man of art aloud, 
'bis then he fo fam*d for (Light ? 
s (low bungler cheat vjur light? i* 

c with m vlifputc die prize ? 
it to unpairisd eyes." ■ 
>k*l,'thc .fuller cry 71, u 'Tis doncj 
cc I fubmit fo none;" 

• H 3 ' Th«t 
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Thus faid, the cups and baOs lie play'I ; . it 
By turns this here, that thert, 'cpiiTey'j* ^ , .* ' f ;J 

The cards, obedient to his word% * ,• v * » + % •' 
Are by a fillip turn'd to birds. . •• * - ■ i, .•* 
His little boxes change the grain : ,,-• *.*.*, A 
Trick after trick deludes the train. " £. ' sm * *i«? 
He (hakes his bafcr, hc,%ws all fait; %' + . Vjlj 
His fingers fpread, and nothing there $.♦ *' *» .+ , \ 
Then bids it fain with IhoAti of gold j *^ p V**J 
And now his ivory eggs arc tol^ i * ' t ' •' % . " 
But, when from thence the, hen he draws* h 25** g- 
Amaz'd fpcc r ta:ors hum abplaufe: "■ * 1" .4\j 

Vice now ftcpt forth, and took the^ priced " / ^ -| 
With all the forms of hi*, grimace, 



i 



" This magic lo#kin^-gTaT9| fhe eries," ""+ rw[ 
(There, hand it round) will charm yourteyej..*^* ^ 
Each eager eye the fight defVd," » •" ' 3 

And every man himitlf a^mirM. * * ^ 

Next, to a fenator addrc Stingy "' % f T| 

41 See this bank-note ; obferve the blefling.' - ' *^1 
Breathe on the" bill. Hci$h, pafs ! 'Tis feoift." 'if S 1 
Upon his lips a padlock ihown. 
A fecond puiY the magic broke; 
The padlock vaniihM, and he fpoke. * ** 

Twelve bottles rang'd upon the board i 

All full, with heady liquor fior'd, % 4* * 

By clean conveyance difappcar, 
And now two bloody fwords "are there. 

A purfe fh'e to a thief exposed 1 ■* ' 
At once hi» ready ringers c^oVd.' 
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• He pjjet his §ft, the trea&re 's fifed ; 45 

./•Hc4ces * halter up its Acad. 

^Stoe jGUsr AmV*ion hold a wand j 
I s He grjips a Hatchet in his band. 
" ' A bo* of charity fhe (hows. 
\ * c BtarJtere sf'^and a cjiurch- warden blows. 5* 
tf * *\Cjs^nnifh , d with conveyance seat, 
* And t» the tabic fmokeVa treat. 
r M . Slfeffllakcs the dice* the Iward (he knocks, 

•jfijd frfcrtl all pockets fills her box. 
' 7 m She next a- meagre rake add reft. 55 

, AJfcliis picture fee ? Tier fhape, her brcaft ! 
.'"What youtfy' and what inviting eyes ! 
«MoU her,* arid have her." With furprize, 
.Hi%'6ifVJ expos 'd a box of pills, 
" ^.Ajid a loud laugh proclaim d Ids ills. 6c 

* A CDUotcr^ia a ranger's hand, 
Grew twenty guineas at command. 
*$he bids hiVheir the Yum retain, 
And 'tis a' counter now again. 

A guinea with her touch you fee 45 

Take every lliape but Charity ; 
And not one thing you faw, v>r drew, 
But chang'd from what was firft in view. 

The Juggler now, in grief of heart, 
With this fubmiflion own'd her art. 7* 

** Can I fuch matchlefs Height withftand 1 
How practice hath improved your hand ! 
But now and then I cheat the throng; 
You every day, and all day long." 
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FABLE XI 

• TVS C09&C1L Of HOftSESJfc 

■ • " " - •■/' * *-**" 

JTPDNa time a neighing fbecf, ^ • '• 

^^ ,W)io graz'd amSng* nufcitKJui iftoi 
With mutiny had jjir'd the train. * 
And fpread dhlenn^Urough the plfifC j 
On matters that ^oncew'j the flaje '.,,*•< 
The Cqifficrl met in gr^ndTSeljatt. K • * 
A Colt, who/e eye-ballt fUnrtl'wjth ire, . 
Elate with ftrengtri and y<fattjful firef * 
In*hafte ftept forjh before the^relt,^ ", +t 

.. And thus the liflemng, throng fdtlrcy'. % * 
•« Good Gods J how ahje£k is our majr 
Condcmn'd to flavery and diferafe !' 
Shall we our fervitiulo retain, p " » J* 
Becaufcour tires* have txfrnc the chaia ? 
Confnler, Friends ! vour ftrengtK and mig 
'T'is conqueft to alTert your righfc • ■" 
How cumbrous is the gilded coach ! 
The pride of man is our reproach. 
Were we defign'd for daily toil, • 

.. To drag the plough-mare through the foil 
To fweat in harnefs through the road, 
To groan beneath the cai rier's load ? 
How feeble are the two-legg'd kind ! 
What force is in our nerves combin'd ! 
Shall then our nobler jaws fubmit 
To foam and champ the galling bit ? 



% 



■ •• »'fr 



^JBallTi»ugtft» Aap jn^ hack Be$ride? 
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f Ltt^iifn the liqp %ft cbnffoi, 

f.A*<URB tnVtfger's dmiiiM growl*. r ^ ♦ • 

i* Let us. likenhtirr, out frcaium" claim, * , 
And make Urn tremble ardour name." 

•'••"A g^Aeral ngd approvy the daufe, : 35 

And at I 'the ciiftc nei|W ap^iaufe.* * # it 

1 Mfjtn* Jo r vjjth grwe i*tl fakmiybcc, * 

4j^jed advan'c'4 latere the race, • . m 

I *Araftfd he ftft'Hh "thotfgjjtf rtl tfjres, . * 4* 

1 *A^i *«tl)€j nuirmqLTs of . j be tiyin, 
t *TTiu5 fpoke theJ^dW of the ^lain. 
J . " Whcn*J Tia^fieatth and (lrcngth r like you f » 
n . *l'be toili^f -Servitude I knewf * ^ ■ 

. Vp^ grateful man rewards my pains, 45 

rfAht^^es^nje «li thefe wide- domains. 
- A^wiU I crop tfee ytar's*ncreafe j 
My latter life is reft and peace. 
J grant, to *ian wt lend our pains, 
Ana aid him to correct the plains j " 5% 

But doth not he divide the care, 
Through all the labours of the year? 
How many thousand ftru&ures rife, 
To fence us from inclement ikies t 
For us he bears the fultry day, 55 

And (lores lip all our winter's hay. 

\He 



^ 



He fo\frs, he reaps the hatvdfrs gtfh i * 

# t *Wc fliare tfe foil, and &ar^&^ptjk' ' 

Since every oceatuii was detrefcer J '■ -■ 

9 " To aid jpachefher's rautull need* > ** , 

Ap^cafc'you* difcontegted mAid? • m , % 

» . And flftThe past by Heaffcn affigh'ih* • „ ' 

* 'The turnult^eartl. The C$it fpjwnitte. 

** And, like his anccfitoYs* wad bitted.- » ^ 

■ ,s-:'\ v ■:. -^ 

f > // A~B LE « 5aLYr • * 

• -. Vhe Hoviy) and tub Ayu^sMita 

'■PMPERTJNkNCB at rift it tbrnp - 
4 With heedlets fugnt, or jmile^ ©^(pon 
Tcaz'd into wnfth» whtt.patioofe bears . 
. The, noifyfool whaperfc^res.fc, •■ * . . 
The tnorning.-wakesj {he puntfmijQ fgty 
A r once rulh -forth the" joyful' Mounds 5 - 
They feck the wood with eager face, J '. 
Through bu(h, through brier, explore the 
Now fcatterM wide they try the plain, ^ 
And fnufF the dewy turf in ?ain.- 
What care, what induftry, what pains I 
What uni'.crfal filcnce reigns ! 

Ringwood, a dog of little fame, 
Young, pert, ami ignorant of game, 
At once difplays his babbling throat ; 
The pack, regardlefs of the note, 
Puifue the feent ; with louder ftrain 
ile ilill pcrfifh to vex the train. 



*« 



"The Huntftan tct the clajnour 1 flies, 

Jfi* ribt all tfclfc'l with howling t'on«* 
f THk puppy^thut exprcfsll his n\p«ti : • . ' • ' 
M I know die mfcfic of ftly fongue ' A , t " 
.Long frcVt&e pack with envy ftuJig. * 4 ' 

Wkat Vtl} not fefte > T^cte bitter fiaarts * - g j 
•&Owe to my ftiptfrttr ^afts." • 

;.' "tyThyji P^ies f rate,-, the HuntTmati cry'a\ 

They JkcwI^h^fgnoranceaAl pride; 

Foelf>ofey our (cosn,*n#t envy, ratfer 

FIY c, nVf is % k irid of . praifc. - % ,' • !• ■ . 

^iad not thy. forward noify tongue 

lVoc]a'ftn*d thee tffways in* the wronjr, 
. Thoy mightMHu^e* mingle J with thq reft, 
t Andf jifer jh J fnoKJh ftofc confaft ; • 

8*t (Ms? ft> talking-trcr prone, 3^ 

r Afifjfurc to'nftkc tneir "follies known. " 



' * " "FABLE XLV. ' . 

, THE F<5ET AND THE ROSE, 

T II ATE the man who builds his name 

*■• On ruins of another's fame. 

Thus predes, by chara&crs o'crthrown, 

Imagine that tlwy raifc their own. 

Thus fciibhlcrs, covetous of praifc, 5 

Think Uander can tranfplant die bays*. 

* Beauties 



*** 



• beamier and bards havt equal prkfc ' 
yfhh bo$h aHYJLVil* arc decry^. ,*& m * 4 

ft£uRc*U her fiUcr aulfwird Aarurt j 4 • f- ^rfi 

•For rh» k i nd fl ttC&y& fti re to c n mn, ' 

WBknWi^eodicr^'nyapligiiitifi^ 4 i- ^ J 
Arint^e£olof«*lyjiayi t** * 




" ifaore fragrant llofes there r ' 
« c I fee thy withering head reclin'd , - 

, * « With envy and defpair! , '* 

" One common fate we both mult prove ; 4 ' 
44 You die with envy, I with love." % 

i€ bpare your coir parifoits, reply'd 
An angry Rofe, who grew befide. 
Of all mankind you mould not flout ut * 
What can a Poet do without us ? 
In every lovc-fong Roles bloom ; 
We lend you colour and perfume ; 



Sots it to Cjflocjs chanaifyduge," ; * ' % 
< to^oun4h«r.pp|t!e,fl|»our atafe?*' * *./•'•■ 
Muft'^,..toflat^f*clfi)ciia(lc ■" ^ +f '„ . * 
"***iwitlftii<n¥t pincJapd^&de? J " ■ #' "49 ' 

^pHJfc fe^f alj-furLi'ent n*rt* * ' * ^ 

". -tf ■' TOth' qftAldfty n& (bjn^iis fgirtt^ ,, ; ^ 

Q^|j9Rike hbtongu^eiaqs-J'* . • *} •* 

% Hipnoify Jipl^aitoittjom jlrowv* t * * 5 | 

^Anc^fenly fitter* frieq« ah^focs. .». '• 

* Ia«rJM*l fcaY.the butty ra« * r ...... 

l7 C^triHutefonheir own dtferace:* p * ' 

* Tfto fete tl^' forward youth lhail find 

That jok^s are" fonrctinfe'spai^ in kindj i#, 

< Or. if they canker in the bread, . ■• • 

" k 'He makes a foe who makes a jeft. ' * 

A tillage Cur, of fnappilh.racc, ^ . * 

The perteft puppy of the place, 

* Imagined that his treble throat 15 
Was bleft with Mufic's fweeteft note 5 

In the mid road he baflung lay, 
The yelping nuifance of the way ; 
For not a creature pafs'd along, 
JBut had a fample of his fong. to 



Soon 




^ „ Th$ Horje,' frtfe fcJb j>rovolftt *Jft*>» • 
r * ? tlu^£kw4f ;. Jfcjlflfc iftr the fcirV »■;** 




_._. ilftig the vfcxatjous* breeds _ 

J Biipokt l?r1n thus* " WJaen cofcdbnl^ 0valF>' 

- They kinJ jcgtaath, contempt, or hale? * 4 

.Thy tearing tongue hid judgement *y'd, * - 

Thou Uadft not Uke a puppy dy'd.'" # . 



FABLE XLVIL 

THE COURT OF DEATH. 

r\EATH, on a folcmn night of (late, 
-*-^ In all his pomp of terror fate : 
Th' attendants of his gloomy reign* 
Bifeafes dire, a ghaftly tram ! 



^ * A'lfe night pur*mini#«£wc 1 nai*e, * •^ 4* 



ight pur-roim^rwcnar 

' ^IVIeftt tM #e4r^Vu^!wand." **■ *% * % * : * 

I^yer, t^J}* burning «ett poffeft? **■ # ' 

"dHnc'd, Ad Jfc ttc^vand adAcfl:.* •" i ■!■ a 



;^th#*^j% bills if Jkalslf ". • *. : ** 
-. f )^cxpre(Jmy fStvint -zcal^ *£ % *- 

On t&fjlhgkt fcfeafion^niflg, t '* * ,.* $> 
-■ TOf/rfoWeS pcfftvere.* . V- •■/•* ' ;' • , 

•?M}$w h^miftsYjWpljrf* plact ; .** •*. ^T 
5j FroVhead.t%i^c!i6w fwifrh^flie^ * «r * 
* And^ye^/ointalfd finew plies | .■ «■ ' . „ M 

♦Srimwojjing when he. feemfc /apffreW, • ' . 

1 ?„4 W&& tenacious Hubborn gueft. t > 
*' ' A^baggaf* fp^Jtre from the crlw ' 
1 1 » Grawlsifiorlh, and thus aiTerfs.his due,: , • ► 
• " *T^^ wno ta ^ nt l ^ e tweeted: joy, 45 * 

And in the inane of Lo\c deftroy : ' f 

My (hanks, funk eyes, and nofefefs face, 
Prove my pretention to the place." 

Stone urg'd his ever-growing force ; 
And, next, Confum prion's meagre corfe* $m 

With fcehle voice, that fcarce was heard, 
Broke with fhort coughs, his fuit preferr'd : 
" Let none object my lingering way, 
I gain, like Fabius, by delay j 
* fc 1 fatigue 




-. ^hp thinn'd a i*U«n iff p hour. ' • ; *' # 

* ^11 fpike/Acir claim, and ^pf>M |^s ^nj^. ft 
, . ., "Nfc#r exjpe£Ution WfcUh'd fte\ind;. % # f . -*4©*« 
^Vhen thus the tyfonarch'frtm xhp thione: *•* , ^ J 
■ *. ^'* Merit was *ver modefl knjJIfn. . t J* 

WKat, n j Ph*ficiaa frialfchis'figh* \* '*'<** 




0c % *»' 

. I^rego your«laim ; ho more j>iereif4 j * * »" . - .;* 
< Intemperance is efteem'd a friend ; * 50 

He lharcs their mirth, their focial joys, # i % % ■ 

And as a courtfd gueft deftrots^ .**'*" 

The Aarge on him muft juftty*fall, * 

Who finds employment for you all." t ' " 

4 



FABLE XLVIII. 

THE GARDENER AND THE HDC. 

A GARDENER, of peculiar tafle, 
•^ "** ,On a young Hog his favour plac'd, 
Who fed not with the common herd ; 
His tray was to the hall preferred. 






• p^in^is matter's, chmberftortlf J 

. =» *$7hcffon<ly ftroak'd him* very dij% k * 

' * Aid ttgght him «fl ftij Eu^py^lay. 

» WTiere'ir ijenvcar. the granting ffiond ; . 

V$'er failid fas pleafure^to at^pd. * ( to 

A$,pn a ume die loving- pair ' " 

' AVafk'd forth to^end the garden^s cait, I 

v TKe^ftatthus addre/s'dthc Swine : 
* m " My ty>irfe, my garden, all f is thine* * f 

^)n ttirtipsfftift whene'erjou pleafe, % * * -r$ 

• Ant jaot » my beans and peftfe ;\ * x " 

" *If *h#fi9tBjpe , s tafle dttfghts, " * t ^ 

Or tfce. red carrot's fweet ittritA,' '* i* ■- fe 

t indulge thy nvm^and evening hours^ 
[ " But let^due care re^rd my flowers : 20 

:tdy t»lips^are my garden's pride : 
«*Wi*t Vaft eipencc tjiofe beds fupply'd !" 
Thl( Hog bf ch&rtce one morning roam'd* 

'; Where witti new ale the veflels foam'd : 
, :He fauyches now the fteaming grains, 25 

~Now with full fwjll the liquor drains* 

Intoxicating fumes arife ; 

He reels, 'he rolls his winking eyes j 

Then daggering through the garden fcours, 

And treads down painted rank s of flower*. 3 

With delving fnout he turns the foil, 

And cools hk palate with the fpoil. 
The Mafter came, the ruin fpy'd j 

44 Villain ! fufpend rhy rage, lie cry'd. 

*Vol. IL I Haft 
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i Haft thou, theu mod ungrateful (ot r 35 

My charge, my only charge, forgot ? 
What, all my flowers !" No more he faid, 
But gaz'd, and figh'd, and hung his head. 
The Hog with fluttering fpeech returns : 
*' Explain, Sir, why your anger burnt. 40 

See there, untouch'd, your tulips ftrown, 
For I devoured the roots alone." 

At this the Gardener's paflion grows % 
From oaths and threats he fell to blows. 
The ftubborn brute the blows fuftains, 45 

Atfaults his leg, and tears the veins. 

" Ah ! foolifli Swain ! too late you find 
That ftyes were for fuch friends defign'd I" 

Homeward he limps with painful pace, 
Reflecting thus on pafl difgrace : 53 

" Who cherifhes a brutal mate, 
Shall mourn the folly foon or late." 

FABLE XLIX. 

THE MAN AND THE FLEA. 

"1T7HETHER on earth, in air, or main, 
* Sure every thing alive is vain ! 
Do^s not the Hawk all fowls furvey, 
As deftin'd only for his prey ? 
And do not tyrants, prouder things, 5 

Think meo were born for flares to kings? 

Whca 
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When the Crab views the pearly ftrands, 
Or Tagus, bright with golden fands, 
Or crawls feefide the coral grove, 
•-And hears the ocean roll above, 10 

" Nature is too profufe, fays he, 
Who gave ail thefe to pleafure mc !" 

When bordering pinks and rofes bloom, 
And every garden breathes perfume ; 
When peaches glow with funny dye?, i 5 

Like Laura's check when blulhcs rift ; 
When with huge figs the branches bend, 
When clutters from the vine depend ; 
The Snail looks round on flower and tre«, 
And cries, " AH thefe were made for mc 1" ie 

" What dignity 's in human nature !'• 
Says Man, the moft conceited creature, 
As from a cliff he caft 1ns eye, 
And view'd the fea and arched (ky. 
The fun was funk beneath the main ; %$ 

The moon and all the ftarry train 
Hung the vafl: vault of Heaven. The Man 
His contemplation thus began : 

" When I behold this glorious (how, 
And the wide watery world below, 3# 

The fcaly people of the main, 
The beads that range the wood or plain, 
The wing'd inhabitants of air, 
The day, the night, the various year; 
And know all thefe by Heaven defignM 35 

As gift* to pleafure human-kind; 

1 i I cannot 
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I cannot raife my worth roe high ; 
Of what vaft confluence am I !* 

" Not of th' importance you fuppofc, 
Replies a Flea upon his nofe. 40 

Be humble, learn thyfelf to fcan ; 
Know, pride was never made for man, 
Tis vanity that f wells thy mind. 
What ! heaven and earth for. thee defigrfd I 
For thee, made only for our need, 45 

That more important Fleas might. feed." 



FABLE L. 

THE HARE AND MANY FRIENDS* 

^FRIENDSHIP, like love, is but a 

'■* Unlefs to one you flint the flame. 

The child, whom many fathers (hare. 

Hath feldom known a fathers care, 

'Tis thus in friendfhips 5 who depead 5 

On many, rarely find a friend. 

A Hare who, in a civil way, 
Comply'd with every thing, like Gay, 
Was known by all the beftial train 
Who haunt the wood, or graze the plain j 10 

Her care was never to offend j 
And every creature was her friend. 

As forth fhe went at early dawn, 
To tafle the dew-befprinkled lawn, 
Behind fhe hears the hunter's cries, $5 

And from the deep-mouth'd thunder -flies. 

£be 
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She flam, ti*e ftops, (he pants for breath 1 

She heatt-tfoe year advance of death ; 

She doubles, to miflead the hound, 

And meafures back her maty round ; *0 

Till, fainting in the public way, 

Half-dead with fear (he gafping lay. 

What tranfport in-her bofom grew. 
When firfll the Horfc appeared in view ! * 

" Let me, fay* flic, your back afcend, a 5 

And owe my fafety to a friend. 
You know my feet betray my flight : 
To friendmip «very burden *s light." 

The Horfe reply'd, " Poor honeft Pufs* * 
It grieves my heart to fee thee thus : 30 

Be comforted, relief is near, 
For all your friends are in the rear.* 

She next the (lately Bull knplorM ; 
And thus repty'd the mighty lord : 
** Since every beaft alive can tell 35 

That I fincerely wifti you well, 
I may, without offence, pretend 
To take the freedom of a friend. 
Love calls me hence ; a favourite Cow 
Expe&s me near yon' barley-mow j 40 

And, when a lady *s in the cafe, 
You know, all other things give place. 
To leave you thus might feem unkind j 
But fee, the Goat is juft behind." 

The Goat remark'd " her pulfe was high, 45 
Her languid head, her heavy eye : 

l 3 My 
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My batk, fays he, may do you harm ; 
The Sheep 's at hand, and wooljs warm-' * 

The Sheep was feeble, and compiain'd 
" His fides a load of wool fuftain'd ; 50 

Said, he was flow, confefs'd hi« fears ; 
For hounds eat fheep as well as hares/* 

She now the trotting Calf addrefs'd. 
To fave from death a friend diftrefs'd*. 

" Shall I, fays he, of tender age,. 55 

In this important care engage ? 
Older and abler pafs-'d you by ; 
How ftrong are thofe ! how weak am I ! 
Should I prefume to bear you hence, 
Thofe friends, of mine may take offence. io 

Excufe me, then j you know my heart j 
But deareft friends, alas ! mull part. 
Jfow fhall we all lament ! Adieu; 
For fee the hounds are juft in view*" 



END OF THE FIRST PART. 
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FABLES, 
PART THE SECOND. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

Fablet were finifhed by Mr. Gay, am! intended 
he prefs a (hort time ticfore his death ; when they 
: left, with his other papers, to the care of his 
e friend and patron the Duke of Quetnfbcrry. 
Grace his accordingly permitted them to tike 
} and they are litre printed from the originals in 
Author's own hand-writing. We hope they will 
c equally with his former Fables, though moftly 
lbjefh of a graver and more political turn. They 
certainly (hew him to have been (what he 
med the bed chnra&cr) a man of a truly honcft 
, and a fincere lover of his country. 

FABLE I. 

THE DOG AND THE POX. 

To a Lawyer. 

1NOW you Lawyers can, with cafe, 
Twift words and meanings as you pleafe ; 
it language, by your (kill made pliant, 
11 bend to favour every client -, 

I 4 Thar 
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That 'tis the fee directs the fenfe, 
To make out either tide's pretence. 
When yoi pemfe the clearieft cafe 
You fee it with a double face : 
For fcep ticifm '* ypur pco^ifion ;,. 
You hold there 's doubt in all expreftion. 

Hence is the bar with fees fupply*d ; 
Hence eloquence takes either fide. 
Your band would have but paltry, gleaning, 
Coulc} every tnan expreli \)is> meaning. 
Who dares prefume to pen a deed, 
Unlefs you previo^fly are fee'd ? 
*Tis drawn; and, to augment the coft, 
In dull prolixity engroft. 
And now we 're well fecur'd by law, 
Till the next brother find a flaw. 

Read o'er a will. Was 't ever known 
But you could make the will your own ? 
JFcr, when you read, 'tis with intent 
To find out meanings never meant. 
Since things are thus, fe defendendGy 
I bar fallacious imiendo. 

Sagacious Porta's lkill could trace 
Some bead or bird in every face. 
The head, the eye, the nofe's ihapc, 
Prov'cl this an owl, and that an ape. 
When, in the iketches thus defign'd, 
Refemblance brings foree friend to mind, 
You (how the piece, and give die hint, 
Ami find each feature in the print;. 
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htms-litct the portrait *t>ftea<l, 35 

w it, and the laugh got* patina), 
n I draw from general nature 1 
* you then fix the fatiro* 
ir, I beg you, fpare your paint 
ng comments 0* my ftratnt, 4* 

ate- (lander I detail, 
not of my neighbour*! breafti 
d prejudice 1 hate, 
ite no libch on the ftauu 
not my Fable cenfure vice, 45 

a koare it over- nice ? 
ft the guilty hear and dread,. 
t the decalogue be -read > 
vice in general fi&ion, 
•ply, or fclf*convi£tton ? 50 

re ray theme. Am I to blame* 
n moral* are the fame ) 
\ call or ape or afa 1 
D\vn confeience hold 9 the glafa. 
id uf all offence I write 1 
iint the fable, knows his right, 
sherd's Dog, unfkill'd in fporti, 
p acquaintance of all forts 1 
:hc reft a Fox he knew \ 
ent chat their friend (hip grew* *6» 

Lcynard, " Tis a cruel cafe, 
n mould ftigmatizc our race. 
t, among us rogues you find, 
g dogs and human kind 1 

And 



55 



1*2 GAY'S POEMS. 

And yet (unknown to me and you) 65 

There may be honeft men and true. 
Thus (lander tries whate'er it can 
To put us on the foot with man. 

Let my own actions recommend ? 
No prejudice- can blind a friend : 70 

You know me free from all difguife ; 
My honour as my life I prize." 

By talk like this, from all miflruft 
The Dog was cur'd, and thought him juft. 

As on a time the Fox held forth 75 

On confcicnce, honefty, and worth* 
Sudden he ftopp'd j he cock'd his ear; 
Low dropt his bruihy tail with fear. 

" Blefs us ! the hunters are abroad : 
. What's all that clatter on the road 1" 80 

" Hold, fays the Dog, we 're fafe from harm, 
'Twas nothing but a falfe alarm. 
At yonder town 'tis market-day ; 
Some farmer's wife is on the way ; 
'Tis (o (I know her pyebald marc), 85 

Dame Dobbins with her poultry-ware." 

Reynard grew huff. Says he, " This ineer 
From you I little thought to hear : 
Your meaning in your looks I fee. 
Pray, what 's Dame Dobbins, friend, to me > 90 
Did I e'er make her poultry thinner ! 
Prove that I owe the dame a dinner." 

" Friend, quoth the Cur, I meant no harm; 
Then why fo captious ? why &> warm ? 

Mr 
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My words, in common acceptation, 95 

Could never give this provocation. 
No Iamb (for aught 1. ever knew) 
May be more innocent than you." 
At this, gall'd ReynanLwinc*d, and fwore 
* Such language seer wa* given before. io» 

" What '%> lamb to me ? this faucy hint 
Shows me, bafe Knave, which way you- fquiat. 
If tli' other night your matter loft 
Three lambs, am 1 to pay die coft > 
Your vile reflections would imply 105. 

That I *m the thief. You Dog, you lye" 

" Thou knave, thou fool ! (the Dog reply'd) 
The name is juft, take either tide ; 
Thy guilt thefe applications fpeak : 
Sirrah, 'tis confeience makes you fqueak." i»o 

So fayiig, on the Fox he flies : 
The felf-convic"bed felon dies- 



FABLE II. 

THE VULTURB, THE SPARROW, AND OTHER BTfcDS.. 

To a Friend in the Country. 

TCRE I begin, I muft premife, 
•*-** Our minifters are good and wife ;. 
So, though malicious tongues apply, 
Pray what care they, or what care I ? 

If I am free with courts, be 't known, 5 

I fte'er prefumc to mean our own. 

If 
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If general moral* fetm td jake 
On minifters, and fuch-Uke folk, 
A captious fool may take offence j 
What then ? He knows hifr own pretence. it 

I meddle with no flare-affairs, 
. But fpare my jeft to favc my ears. * 

Our prefcnt fchemes art too profound; 
For Machiavel himfelf to found t 
To cenfure them I *a*e no 'pretentions 15 

I own they 're paft my comprehenfion. 

You fay your Brother wants a plate, 
('Tis many a younger brother's cafe); 
And that, he ve*y fbon intends 
To ply the court, and teaae his friends. so 

If there his merits chance to find 
A patriot of an open mind; 
Whofe conftant a&ions prove him joit- 
To both a king's and people's trail, 
May he, with gratitude, attend, - •; 

And owe his rife to fuch a friend ! 

You praife his parts, for bufinefs fit, 
Bis learning, probity, and wit j 
But thofe alone will never do, 
Unlefs his patron have them too. 3° 

I 'ave heard of times (pray God defend us ! 
We 're not fo good but he can mend us) 
When wicked minifters have trod 
On kings and people, law and God ; 
With arrogance they girt the throne, 3 J 

And knew no intcreft but their own. 

a Th« n 
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Hrtue, from preferment btrrM> 

othiog but its own reword. 

g of petty knaves attend W, 

proper parts to recommend lira. 40 

if his patron burn with luft, 
rft in favour *i pimp the firft. 
on are never clos'd to fpies, 
:heer his heart with double lyes 1 
Hatter him, his foe* defame, 45 

the pangs of guilt and fiienM. 
mes of lucre haunt his brainy 
;ors fwell his greedy train ; 
rokers ply his private ear 
jobs of plunder for the year 1 5* 

nfeiences muft bend ami ply 1 
iuft vote on, and not know why s 
gU thick and thin you mud go on 1 
ruple, and your place is gone. 
c plagues like thefe have curs'd aland, 55 
ivouritet cannot always (land, 
:ourtiers Jhouldfor change be ready, 
ot have principles too (teady j 
tiould a knave engrofs the power, 
hiekl the realm from that fad hour f ) (0 
1 ft have rogues or (kmflt fools ; 
tat 's a knave without his tooh? 
onvef thofc a people drain, 
rut with infamy and gain, 

not thek guilt and ftatc, 6$ 

wn to (hare the. publk hate* 

Let 
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Let their own fervilc creatures rife, 
By fcreeoing fraud, and venting lyes ; 
Give me, kind Heaven, a private (Ution *, 
A mind ferene for contemplation : 7% 

Title and profit I refign $ 
The pod of honour (hall be mine. 
My Fable read, their merits view, 
Then herd who will with fuch a crew. 

In days of yore (my cautious rhymes 75 

Always except the prefent times) 
A greedy Vulture, fkill'd in game, 
Inur'd to guilt, uoaw'd by fhamc, 
Approach'd the throne in evil hour, 
And ftep by ftep intrudes to power : 8#~ 

When at the royal Eagle's ear, 
He longs to eafe the monarch's care. 
The monarch grants* With pride elate, 
Behold him minider of (late 1 
Around him throng the feather'd rout; 85 

Friends mud be ferv'd, and forae mult out : 
Each thinks his own the bed pretention ( 
This alks a place, and that a penfion. 

The Nightingale was fet afidc 
A forward Daw his room fupply'd. 9 

" This bird (fays he), for bufinefs fit, 
Hath both fagacky and wit : 
With all his turns, and (hifts, and tricks, 
He '$ docile, and at nothing dicks : 

* — When impious men bear fway, 
The pod of honour is a private dation. Aodi 
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Then with his neighbours one fo free 95 

At all times will connive at roe." 

The Hawk had due diftin&ion fhown, . 
For parts and talents like his own. 
Thoufands of hireling Cocks attend him, 
As bluftering bullies, to defend him. . 100 

At once the Ravens were difcarded, 
And Magpies with their polls rewarded. 

Thofe fowls of omen I deteft, 
That pry into another's neft. 
€tate-lyes muft lofe all good intent, 105 

For they forefee and croak th' event. 
My friends ne'er think, but talk by rote, 
Speak what they 're taught, and £0 to vote. 

" When rogues like thefe (a Sparrow cries) 
To honours and employments rife, 1 it 

I court no favour, aik no place ; 
From fuch, preferment is difgrace. 
Within my thatch'd retreat I find 
(What thefe ne'er feel) true peace of mind.'* 



F A B L E III. 

THE BABOON AND THE POULTRY. 

To a Levee-hunter. 
E frequently mifplace erteem, 



W 



By judging men by what they feem. 
To birth, wealth, power, we (hould allow 
Precedence, and ourToweft bow s 
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In that is dm diflaa&iott iw w » | 
Efteem is -Virtue's right atone* ; 

With partial eye we **t apt tfrfte 
The man of noble pedigree: 
We 're prepoflcfr my Lord inherits, 
In fome degree, his grwidfire's merits i 
Tor thofe we find upon record, 
But find him nothing but my Lord. 

When we, with fuperfictal view, 
" Gaze on the rich, we 're dazzled toe. 
We know that wealth, well undetfftood, 
Hath frequent power of doing good ; 
Then fancy that die thing is done, 
As if thcfiower and will were one. 
Thus oft* the cheated crowd adore 
; The thriving Knaves that keep them po*r. 

The cringing train of power furvey 2 
'What creatures are fo low as they ! 
> With what obfequiouibefs they- bend ! 
To what vile a&on& condescend ! 
Their rife is on their meannefs built, 
.And flattery is their fmalleft guilt. 
What homage, reverence, adoiaritn, 
'In every age, in every nation, 
Have fycophants to power addrefs'd ! 
No matter who. the power pof&ft'd. 
Let mintfters be what they will, 
Tou find their levees always fill : 
Ev'n thole who have perplex'd a Hate, 
Whofe a&ons clairnxonteaptand hate. 
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Had wretches to applaud their fchemes, 3$ 

Though mute ahfurd than madmen's dreamt. 

When barbarous Moloch was Invok'd, 

The blood of infant I only fmok'd I 

Bur here (unlcfi all hiftory lyes) 

Whole realms have been a facritice. 40 

Look through all courts 1 'tis power we* find' 
The general idol of mankind 1 
There worihip'd under every thane t 
Alike the lion, fox, and ape, 
Are followed by time-ferving (lives, 4$ 

Rich proftirutes and needy knaves. 

Who thon (hall glory in his puft ? 
How frail his pride, how vain his hoaft't 
The followers of his profperous hour 
Arc m unliable as his power. 50 

Power, .by the breath of Flattery nurd, 
The more it fwclls is nearer burfti 
The bubble breaks, the gewgaw ends. 
And in a ditty 1 tear defcendk. 

Once on a tisne an ancient maid, 55 

By wifhes and by time decay 'd, 
To cure the pangs of re flic is tliought, 
In birds and beads arnuiement fought r 
Dogs, parrots, apes, her hours employ *dj 
With thefc ulone (lie talk'd and toy'd. to 

A huge Baboon her fancy took 
( Almofl m man in li/.c and look), 
He finpei'd every thing he found, 
And minmkM all the fcrvants round 1 
• Vol. II. K Then, 
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Then, too, his parts and- ready wit 

ShowM him for every bufinefs fit. 

With all thefe talents 'twas but juft 

That Pug (hould hold a place of truftj 

So to her favourite was aflign'd 
•,v The charge of all her feather'd kind. 

Twas his to tend them eve and morn, 

And portion out their daily corn. 
Behold him now, .with haughty ftride, 

AiTume a minifterial pride. 
; *The morning rofe. In hope of picking, 7 

Swans, turkeys, peacocks, ducks, and chicken, 

Fowls of all ranks furround his hut, 

To worth ip his important ftrut. 

The minifter appears. The crowd, 
< -Now here, now thene, obfequtoju* bewA). * 

This prajs'd his parts, and that his face, 

Th' other his dignity in place. 

From bilL to bill the flattery ran s 

He hears and bears it like a .man ; 

For, when we flatter Self-conceit, 

We but his fentiments repeat. 
If we 'ce too fcrupuloufly juft, 

What profit *s in a place of truft ? 

The common practice of the great 

vis to fecure a fnug retreat. 

So Pug began to turn his brain 

(Like other folks in place) on gain* 
An apple-woman's (tall was near, 

Well ftock'd with fruits through all the ye 
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Here every day he eramm'd Mi gute, o 5 

Hence, were hjs fcoaitfi of pears and nuts 1 
"Tor 'twas agreed (in way of trade) • 
His payments flioulit in corn be made. 

The flock of grain w«a quickly fpcnr, 
And no account which way it went. ito 

Then, wo, the Poultry's lVarv'd conditio*' \ ; r 
Caus'd {peculations of fufpieion. 
Thefae>s were proirM beyond difputet 
Pug mufr refund his hoards of fruit j 
And, though then minifter in chief, mo<; 

Was branded as a public thief. 
Difgrac'd, defpis'd, coMin'd to chains, 
21c nothing hut Jus ptide tetains. 

A Goof'c pafiTd hyr" he knew tlie fact, 
Seen every levee whilfc in place. i.4d 

" What, no refpee"H no reverence nSowt^l 
How faucy are thefe creatures gtown ! 
Not two days fwee (1'nyn he) ycu bow'd 
The lowcfV of my fawning cnowd." 

M Pruud fool ! (replies the Goofc) 'ti* true 415 
Thy corn a'fluttciin^ levee dreW| 
Tor that I join'd the hungry ttain, 
And 1 old* thee flattery for thy grain, 
lint then, as now, conceited Ape, : 

1 Ww faw ilice in tjiy proper fhape. 1 * ta* 
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FAB L ft ' IV. 

I : 

THB ANT IN pFFICA. 

To a. Friend. 

"Y^OU tell mc that you apprehend 
"*• My verfc may touchy folks offend. ■ 

In prudence, too, you think my rhymes 

Should never (quint at courtier*' crimes ; 

.For though nor this nor chat is meant, 

Can we another's thoughts prevent ? 
You a(k me if I ever knew 

Couit- chaplains thus the lawn purfue? 

I meddle not with gown or lawn j 
- Poets, I grant, to rife muft fawn ; 

They know great ears ave over-nice, 

And* never (hock their patron's vice. 

But I this hackney-path defpife j 

'Tis my ambition not to rife. 

If I mu(\ proAitute the Mufe, 

The hale conditions I refufe. 
I neither flatter nor defame, 

Yet own I would bring guilt to lhame. 

If I Corruption's hand expofe, 
7 J make corrupted men my foes; 

What then ? I hate the paltry tribe : 

Be virtue mine ; be theirs the bribe. 

I no man's property invade ; 

Corruption \ yet no lawful trade. 
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rould it mighty ilk t)roducty ■$ 

1 (hame bribery out of life.. I 

at 'twould cramp noft politicians,, 
thcv t/4 down id thdfe condition!, 
ild fhnp their power, their riches bound, 
nake their parts fcemlefs profound. !♦ 

they deny 'd their proper tools, 
:ould they lead their knaves and fooli ? 
this the cafe* let '* take a view 
dreadful mifchiefs would enfue. 
<h it might aggrandize the (late* 35 

private luxury dine on plate? 

might indeed their friends reward, 
linirters rind left regard, 
nets, fycophantt, and fpiec, 
d not augment the year's Supplies. . 4+ 

m, too, take away this prop, 
nual jobb or two might drop* 
s, if penuons were dciiy'd, 

Avarice fupport its pride ?• 
;ht cv.'n rainitUrt confound, ¥ 41 

ct the Itate be iafe and found. . 
re nop though 'tis underttaod 1 

mean my country's good : 
[let who will my freedom blame) 

all courtiers did the fame. 5* 

tliwugh fomc folks the kU might get,, 

the nation out of debt, 
no private nun's ambition 
public good in competition a. 

1L* V Rather. 



j -d vote » »»"?■* "5 „*«« * *" tt ' r 

Can/"-^.*"*^ no gwdg^ 
jVthimorta* 1 AeeT ,i*. 

AUaton, too, » "^ who > s fo ffe* 

c 1 bar no reader > ap? fow „ d yr.« 

Control J «.l » w „ g or no, 
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For he bad impudence it will* $5 

And boaftcd unrmral null. 

Ambition was his point in rttw 1 

Thus by degrees to power ho gtew* 

Behold him now his drift attain 1 

He '• made chief treafurer of the grain* 90 

But at their ancient laws are juft, 
And puni(h breach of public trait. 
'Til order'd (left wrong application 
Should ftanre that wife indoftrioui nation) 
That all accounts be dated clear, 95 

Their flock, and what defray'd the yeari 
That auditors (hall thefe infpeft, 
And public raptnc thus be check VI* 
For this the folemn day was fet j 
The auditors in council met. 10© 

The granary-keeper muft explain, 
And balance his account of grain. 
Me brought (fince he could not rcfufc them) 
home fcraps of paper to amufe them. 

An honeft l'iimire, warm with zeal, . 105 

In juflice to the public weal, 
Thus fpokc 1 '• The nation's hoard is low j 
hiom whence docs thn prof anon now ? 
1 know our annual fund*' amount; 
Why fuchexpenccr and where 's th* account?' 1 no 

With wonted arrogance and pride. 
The Ant in office thus reply'd, 

41 Confidtr, Sirs, were fecrcts told, 
How could the bcft*fchem*d projects hold ? 

K 4 Should 



Should we ftate my fteries difclofe, 

'T would lay us open to our foes. 

My duty and my well-known zeal 

Bid me our pstfent {cheme9 -conceal? 

But, on my honour, all th' expence 

■{Though. »aft) was for the fwarm's defence*'* 

They pafs'd th' account as fair and juft, 
And voted him implicit truft. 

Next year again, the granary dratn'd* 
He thus his- innocence maintain'd. 

" Think how our prefent matters ftaad, 
What dangers threat from every hand 5 
What hofts of turkeys (broil for food, 
No farmer's wife hut hath her brood. 
Confider, when invafion's near, 
» Intelligence muft coil us dear ; . 
And, in this ticklifh fituation, 
A fecret told betrays the nation : 
Rut, on my honour, all th* expence 
(Though vaft) was for the fwarm's defence."' 

Again, without examination, 
They thank 'd his fage adminiftration. 

The year revolves. Their treafure, fpent, 
Again in fecret fervice went. 
His honour, too, again was pledged, 
• To fatisfy the charge allcdg'd. 

When thus, with panic (ha me pofiefs'd, 
An auditor his friends adJrefs'd. 

* What are we ? minillcrial tooUl 
We little knaves are greater tools* 
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A\ laft this, fccret is explor'd, 145 

Tis our corruption thim the hoard. 

For every grain we touch'd, at Itaft 

A thoufand hit own heaps increas'd. 

Tlicn for his kin .and favourite fpitt, 

A hundred hardly could luffica. 150 

Thus, for a paltry fneaking bribe,. 

We cheat ourfelvcs and all the tribe 1 

For all the magazine contains 

•Grows from our annual toil and pains." 

They vote, th' account (hill be infpc&ed 1 155 
The cunning plunderer is detected 1 
The fraud is i'entene'd 1 and his hoard, . 
As due, to public ufe reftor'd. 

FABLE V. 

TUB BIAIt IN A BOAT. 

To a Coxcomb* 

np HAT man muft daily wifer grow, 
■*" Whofc fearch is bent himfelf to knowt 
Impartially he weighs his fcopc; 
And 011 firm reafon founds his hope; 
He tries his (trength before the race, a 

And never fecks his own difgrace j 
He knows the compafs, fail, and oar, 
Or never launches from the (hore j 
Before he builds, computes the coftj 
And in no proud purfuit is- loll t *# 

Ht 



s?t CTAY'S POBMI. 

He karns the bounds of human ftafe r 

And fafely wilks within the fence. 

Thus, confcious of his own de&£b> 

Are pride and felf-importance cheekM* 
If then, felf-kaowkdge t» puttee* 
' J>ire& our life in ftery View, 

Of all the fools that pride cab boaft, 

A Coxcomb claims diftk£ion moft. 
Coxcombs are of all ranks and kind j 

They 're hot to fcs or age con fin 'd, 
: Or rich* or poor, or great, or fmaH, 

And vanity befots them all. 

By ignorance is pride increas'd $ 

Thofe mod a(Tume r who know the leaft ; 

Their own falfe balance gives them weight; 

But every other finds them light. 
Not that all Coxcombs* follies ftrikc, 

And draw our ridicule alike ; 

To different merits each pretends : 

This in love-vanity tranfcends ; 

That, fmitten with his face and wape, 

By drefs diftinguiihes the ape ; 

Th' other with learning crams his (he If, 

Knows books, and all tilings but hiinfelf. 
«• All thefe are fools of low condition, 

Compar'd with Coxcombs of ambition : 

For thofe, pufF'd up with flattery, dare 

A flume a nation's various care. 

They ne'er the groiTeft praife mi ft ru ft, 
r Their fycophants lean hardly juft ; 
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J&rthefe, in. pwr alone, attefc 
The flattery fiMk dww thought* foggtlK 
In this wide fphtte a Cojeeoml* M flwwtt > 
111 other realms beildc* Ins own : 
." The felS-deeroM M*«hi*i*l at Jifge 4$ 

By turns control* in eVery cbafgt. 
Does Commerce fuffer ill her right* r> 
'Tis he direct the nava) Jtfght*. 
What failor darei €tifpute his flu It V 

- He '11 be an admiral whe» He will §r k 

Now, meddlhfg m the foldiet 'r trade f 
Troops muft be hirM, and levrc*i*i4e. 
He gives anjtefladors their cue, 
His cobbled trenies to renew; 
And annual taxes muft foflfce 5 5 * 

The current blunders to difgrrifc; 

— When his crude fthemes in air aw left, 
And millions fcarce defray the cofty 
His arrogance (nought undifmay'd) 

Trufting in feifWufficient aid* t«» 

• On other rocks mifgutd^s th* rtaka^ • 

And thinks a pilot at the hehm 

IHe ne'er fufpe&s his want of (kill,: 

3*ut blunders' on from ill to ilt-j 

-And, when he fails of all intent^ }}> 

^Blames only unforefecn event* 

Xseft you miftake the application, 

The Fable calls me to relation* 

A Bear of Aag and manners rough, : 
--Attlimbing trees expert enough* far 

Fob? 
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For dextroufly, and fafe from ham, 4 »* A 
Year afte? yea* he robb'd*h© fwarak. ..■*.•«■ 
Thus thrfring pa ihduftrions- toil, . <-.: ,- 
He glory'd in his pilfor'd fpoil. 

• • This trick ib (i^U'd him with conceit*.. 
He thought no enferprife too great*. 
Alike in feitnees and arts> 

He boafted univerfai parts : • 
Pragmatic, bufy, bufiling, bold* 

r-His arrogance was uncowtrol'd :• 
And thus he made, his party good,. 
And grew dictator of the wood. 

The beads, with admiration, flare,. 
And think him a prodigious Beau 

- Were any common-booty got, 
'Twas his each portion to allot : 
For why ?.- he found there might be pickinj 
Ev'n in the carving of a chicken. . 
Intruding thus, he by degrees 

* Claim'd, too, the butcher's larger fees* 
And now his, over- weening pride, 

In every province will preflde. 
No tafk too difficult was found : • 
His blundering nofe mifleads the hound*. 
! In ftratagem and fubtle arts 
He over-rules the fox's parts. 

It chane'd as, on a certain day.,. 
Along the bank he took his way, 
A Boat, with rudder, fail, and oar, 
At anchor floated near the fhorc* 
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•He ftopt, ami, turning to hit train, 
Thus pcitly venti his vaunting ilrain. 

•• What blundering puppiet are mankind. 
In every kiencc always blunt! 
•I mock the |>e<lantry of fchools: 105 

What aic their compalTes ana rules? 
From mc that helm mall conduct learn, 
j\ml4nan his ignorance difecrn." 

bo faying, with audacious pride, 
He gains the lk>at, and climbs the fide, 119 

The bcafli, aftooifli'cl, line the flrand ; 
The anchor 's weigh'd ; ho drivet from land 1 
1 he flack fail ihifts from fide to fidcj 
7he Hoat-unuimm'd admit* the tide, 
liornc down, adrift, at random toll, #15 

J lis oar breaks ihort, the rudder '• loft. 
'J he Bear, prcfuinmg in hit fltill, 
]s here and there officious Uillj 
Till, ft riking- on the dangerous fanda, 
.Aground the ihattcr'd veifol Hands, 120 

To fee the bungler thus diltreit, 
The very fifties fncer -and jell : 
• Ev'n gudgeons join in ridicule, 
To mortify the meddling fool. 
The clamourous watermen appear 1 125 

T iu eats, curies, oaths, infult hit cars 
Seiz'd, thrauYd, and chain'd, lie's dragg'd to land; 
ADciilion flaouts along the flrand* 
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THE SqUMtE AND HIS •ClHt. 

To a Country Gentleman. 
U E man of pore and 6mple heart 



T 



Through life difdains< a double part t 
He never needs thefcreen of lie*, 
' ,! Ms inward bofom to dtfguife. 
■.In vain malicious tongues eflafl ? ■* 5 

Letfinvytharl, let Slander nail, 
"From Virtue's Aidd (iecurcirom- wound) 
Their blunted ^venom'd flwfts rebound. 
. rSo fhines his* light before mankind. 
His anions prove hk honcfk mind. . ie 

Slf in his country's caufe he rife, 
-Debating fenares to advife, 
vUnbrib'd, .unaw'd, he dares tmpai* 
;> 1*hc honcft didates of his heart* 
T No minifterial frown he fears, . 15 

rBut in his virtue perfeveres. 

But would you play the politician, 
* Whofe heart's averfe to intuition, 
' Veur lips at aH times, nay, your reafon, 
Mud be cbntroi'd by place and feafen. at 

C What ftatefman could lm power tapper*, 
Were lying tongues 'forbid she eourt I 1 

Did princely ears to truth attend, 
w/What mjnitfer could gain his end? 
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How could he ratio hit toolt to place, 15 

And how his honed foci difgiace r 

That politician tops hit part 9 
Who readily can lye with art i 
The man 's proficient in hit trade j 
His power it ftrong, hit fortune 't made. }• 

By that the intereft of the throne 
It made fubfenuent to hi* owns 
By that, have kings of old, deluded, 
All their own friends for hit excluded 4 
By that, his fcWiili fchemet purfuing, 35 

He thrives upon the public ruin* 

Antiochut # , with hardy pace, 
Provok'd tlie dangers of the chace 1 
And, .loft Irons all his menial traiaf 
Travert'd the wood and pathlcfs plain* 40 

A cottage lodgfcl the royal gueft| 
The Parthian down brought .forth hit heft. 
The King unknown his feaft enjoy d, 
And vaiious chat live hours crrroioy'd. 
From wine. what rfudden friendihip fprings I 44 
Frankly theytalk'd of courts and -kings. 

44 We countryfolks (the Clown replies) 
Could ope our -gracious monarch's eyes* 
The King, (as all our neighbours fay) 
Might he .(God blcfs him !•) hare his way, 50 
is iound at heart, and means our good, 
And he would do it if he could* 



• Plutarch. 
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. If truth in, courts were not forbid, 

Nor kings nor fubje£ts would be rid. 

Were he in power, we need not doubt him $ 55 

But, that transferred to thofe about him, ' 

On them he throws the regal cares ; 
♦And what mind they ? Their own affairs. 

If fuch rapacious hands he trait, 

The beft of men may feem unjuft. *• 

►From kings to cobblers 'tis the fame; 

Bad fervants wound their mailer's fame* 
:In this our neighbours all agree : 

Would the King knew as much as we !'' 

Here he ftopt fhort. Repofe they fought, 45 

The Peafant (lept, the Monarch thought. 
The courtiers learn 'd, at early dawn, 

vWhcre their loft Sovereign was withdrawn. 

The guards' approach our hoft alarms ; 

'With "gaudy coats the cottage fwarms. 70 

The crown- and purple robes they bring, 

And proftcate fall before the King. 
. £The Clown was call'd ; the royal, gueft 

By due reward his thanks expreft. 

The King then, turning to the crowd, 75 

Who fawningly before him bow'd, 

Thus fpoke. " -Since, bent on private gain, 

tYour counfcls firft mrfled my reign, 
' Taught and inform'd by you alone, 
- No truth the royal ear hath known, 4t 

Till here converting : hence, ye crew; 
Ijror now I know myfelf and you." 
' f t Whene'er 
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ne'er the royil car *t enjroft, 

:s but little genius coft. 

ourite then (ecu rely rob% S5 

ins a nation l>y his johbs. 

and l>oUlcr provrn in ill, 
' poifoivj dares inrtil; 
1 his prefenr views fu^efr, 

or foorhs rlv roval hrcaft. 4% 

ickrd mi.ii.uis opprefs, 
ft* the monarch means red;cfs\ 
d kinp^ their priv *<: fuhjefts hear, 
ler mutt ralk with tear; 

\V oppos'cl hi-, view., nr 

I not innoccner atcufcj 
I keep him in f\i» h narrow hound, 
I nor tij.*Iit and wronjj confound. 
wrv V. «•«»».;, could ihry difclofe 
.'.! l';ie:nk and teal toe ! io# 

"h thetn'chc, and fuhje&s known, 
ic'Tt. will ti.uj.t he hi. own. 
'he ufc ot e;»i«. .ir.tl e\«.'., 
w«-uhl ?•<) nunc hw cunted wife, 
j a minilhi nm-ht h»f"c xoc, 

.<le ') his own smihitious views, 
ii'li a*. 1 hef- have vtVd a flaic, 
hv univcif.ii hate, 
lie fuppor: a: once hath f.uTd, 
levering truth prevails. ti* 

their tiain of fiaud i> ftcn \ 
ill at la(l temovc the fere'en. 
U. J. A Counti v 



i 4 6 <AY'S POEMS. 

A Country 'Squire, by whim directed, 
3?Jie true ftanch dogs of chace negle&ed. 
Beneath his board no hound was fed : 1*3 

His hand ne'er ftroak'd the fpaniel's head. 
A fnappifh Cur, alone carefl, 
By lyes had banifli'd all the reft. 
5Cap had his ear j .and defamation 
Gave him full fcope of co:.verfation. *2» 

His fycophants muft be preferr'd ; 
Room muft he made for all his herd : 
Wherefore, to bring his fchemes about, 
Did faithful fervants all muft out. 

The Cur on every creature flew j*$ 

(As other great men's. puppies do-), 
Unlefs due. court to him were mown, 
And both their face and bufinefs known : 
>Jo honeft tongue an audience found; 
He worried all the tenants round ; 13* 

For why ? he liv'd in conftant fear, 
Left truth by chance mould interfere. 
If any ftranger dar'd intrude, 
The noiiy Cur his heels purfucd. 
^Jow fierce with lage, now ftruck with dread, 1.35 
At once he lnarled, hit, and fled. 
Aloof he bays, with biiilling hair, 
And thus in iecict growls his fear: 
" Who knows but Truth, in this difguifc, 
IVTay fruftrate my beft-guarded lyes ?• 14* 

Should fhe (rims mafk'd) admittance find, 
That ?ery hour my ruin 's iign'd." 

"Now 
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his howl's continued found, 
Is were loft, the voice wasr drown 'd. 
e of honcft tongues, 145 

r day he ftrain'd his lungs. 
I'd, in ill-omen'd hour, 

unmindful of his power, 
► poft, to love inclin'd $ 
: bitch was in the wind. ui 

lc'd, in amorous play, 
d the joyous hours away, 
ntimely love purfuing, 
ly he fought his ruin. 

the 'Squire, unvex'd with noife, 155 
neighbour's chat enjoys, 
fays he 5 your mind impart j 
endly open heart, 
ny tenants (hun my gsRt ; 
a ftrangcr grown of late ? r(* 

c what offence they find : 
hey 're not fo well inclin'd." 
off your Cur (the Farmer cries) 

your ear with daily lyes, 
g infolence offends : ti$ 

c keeps you from your friends, 
hat faucy puppy checkt, 

again the fame refpe&. 
him, he % 'H fwear it too, 
\r hatred is to you, V ' 17* 

Vom us your true eftatej 
irs'd Gur alone we hate." 

L z The 
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Tta« * fc,Sle Sr. and, irf**^ " 
Y« Truth prevajd,^ 

The dog «»* cudgel 
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To Myfcw. 
f«endO<x>^o«t»d^^> 

W\*n. by *- tfenhrown , 

Your airy c»"»e bUmC> 

Havelbecn-erP^^^e) 
Ormorufy^° utl ° U yourf^tt, 

0f „A vou -nh ° yo .. tunC , s ftown 

' T » nBtf ,o keep vou down. 

1j0 oU round, ^ J^^ft »o» 

HaveyouCh* dbrfe > 

Beenopportunriy^ . |r . d)tebg nd 

T,uth, henour, v.r > to - cr; 
-Write, pracww 
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The gifts of Fortune truly tate, 
Then tell me what would mend your (tat*. 
If happinefs on wealth were built, 
Rich rogues might comfort find in guilt. 
As grows the mifer's hoarded ftore, ag 

His fears, his wants, increafe the more. 

Think, Gay, (what ne'er may be the cafe) 
Should "Fortune take you into grace, 
Would that your happinefs augment ? 
What can Ihe give beyond content ? go 

"Suppofe yourfelf a wealthy heir, 
With a vaft annual income clear! 
In all the affluence you poflefs, 
You might not feel one care the lefs. 
Might you not then (like others) find 35 

With change of fortune change of mind ? 
Perhaps, profufe beyond all rule, 
You might (tart out a glaring fool; 
Your luxury might break all bounds : 
Plate, table, horfes, flewards, hounds, 40 

Might fwell your debts : then, luft of play 
No regal income can defray. 
Sunk is all credit, writs aflail, 
And doom your future life to gaol. 

Or, were you dignify'd with power, 45 

Would that avert one penfive hour ? 
You might give avarice its fwing, 
Defraud a nation, blind a king : 
Then, from the hirelings in your caufe 
Though daily fed with falfe appiaufe, 50 

L. 3 Could 
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Could it a real joy impart ? 

Great guilt knew never joy at heart* 

Is happinefs your point in view ?■ 
(I mean th' intrinfic and the true), 
She nor in camps or courts refides, 
Nor in the humble cottage hides ; 
Yet found alike in overy fphere ; 
Who finds content, will find her there. 

O'erfpent with toil, beneath the fhade, 
A Peafant refted on his fpade. 

" Good Gods I he cries, 'tis hard to bear 
This load of. life from year, to year f 
Soon as the morning ftreaks the ikies,. 
Induftrious Labour bids me rife; 
With £veat I earn my homely fare„ 
And every day renews my care." 

Jove heard the difcontented.flrain, 
And thus rebuk'd the murmuring fvvain. 

" Speak out your wants, then, honed Friend 
Unjuft complaints the gods offend* 
If Tiou repine at partial Fate, 
InftrucT: me what could mend your ftate. 
Mankind in every ftation fee. 
What wifh you ? tell me what you % d be*" 

So faid, upborne upon a cloud, 
The Clown furvey'd the anxious crowd. 

'« Yon* face of care, fays Jove, behold,. 
His bulky bags are fill'd with gold* 
See wkh what joy he counts it o'er ! 
That fum to-day hath fwell'd his ftore.'* 

«« VV 
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«* Were I that man, (the Peafant cry'd) 
What bleffing could I aflt befidc ?" 

" Hold, fays the. God ; firft learn to know 
True happinefs from outward fhow. 
This optic glafs of intuition— 85 

Here, take ir, view his true condition." ' 

He look'd, and faw the mifer's breaft 
A troubled ocean, ne'er at reft ; 
Want ever ftares hint m the face, 
And fear "anticipates difgrace : 90 

With confeious guilt he faw him ftarrj 
Extortion gnaws his throbbing heart j 
And never, or in thought or dream, 
His breaft admits one happy gleam. 

" May Jove, he cries, rejeft my prayer,. 95 
And guard my life from guilt and care t 
My foul abhors that wretch's fate* 
O keep me in my humble ftate ! 
But fee, amidft a gawdy crowd,- 
Yon' minifter fo gay and proud ; i©# 

On him what happinefs attends, 
Who thus rewards his grateful friends !' r 

«« Firft take the glafs, the God replies; 
Man views the world with partial eyes." 

" Good Gods ! exclaims the ftartlcd wight, 105, 
Defend me from this hideous fight ! ■ 
Corruption with corrofive fmart 
Lies cankering on his guilty heart : 
I. fee him with polluted hand 
Spread the contagion o'er the land.- 11* 

L 4. Now 
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Now Avarice with infatiate jaws, 

Now Rapine with her harpy claws, 

His bQfom tears. His confcious breaft 

Groans with a load of crimes oppieft. 

See him, mad and drunk with power, n$ 

Stand tottering on Ambition's tower. 

Sometimes, in fpeeches vain and proud. 

His boafts infult the nether crowd ; 

Now, feiz'd with giddinefs and fear, 

He trembles left his fall is near." nt 

" Was- ever wretch like this ! he cries 5 
Such mifery in fuch difguife ! 
The change, O Jove ! I difavowj 
Still be my lot the fpa^le and plough.'* 

He next, confirm'd by f peculation, 125 

Rejects the lawyer's occupation; 
For he the itatefman feem'd in part, 
And bore fimilitude of heart. 
Nor did the foldier's trade inflame 
His Lopes with third of fpoil and fame. 13* 

The mifcries of war he mourn'd j . 
Whole nations into deferts turn'd. 

4 « By thefe have laws and rights been brav'd; 
By thefe was free-born man enflav'd : 
When tattles and invafion ceafe, 135 

Why fwarm they in the lands of peace ? 
Such change (lavs he) may I decline ; 
1 he fey the and civil arms be mine I" 

Thus, weighing life in each condition, 
The Clown withdrew his ra& petition. x+% 

Whco 
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When thus the Cod : " How mortals err ! 
If you true happinefs prefer, 
Tis to no rank of life confin'd, 
Hut dwells in every honed mind. 
Be jufticc then your folc puifuit 1 14$ 

Plant virtue, and content 'h the fruit.'* 

So Jove, to gratify the Clown, 
Where full he found him, fet him down. 

FABLE VIIL 

THE MAN, THE CAT, THB DOG, AND THI PLY. 

To my native Country. 

TJ ATI., happy land! whofc fertile grounds 

■*• ■*• The li<|uid fence of Neptune bound* 1 

By bounteous Nature fet apart, 

The it- at or' liululliy and Ait t 

() Britain ! chofen port of trade, f 

May luxury ne'er thy fonn invader 

May never minillcr (intent 

Mis private trcafures ro augment) 

Corrupt thy flute ! If jealous foes 

Thy rights of commerce dare oppofe, !• 

Shall nol thy fleets their rapine awe ? 

Who is 't prefcribet. the ocean law? 

Whenever neighbouring flates contend, 
'Tis thine to l>c the general friend. 
Whit is 't who rules in other lands } 15 

On trade alone thy glory (lands * 

1 That 
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That benefit is unconfin'd, 

Diffufing good among mankind : 

That firft gave.luftre to thy reigns,. 

And fcatter'd plenty o'er thy plains:. 39 

Tis that alone thy wealth fiipplies, * 

And draws all Europe's envious eyes. 

Be commerce, then, thy fole defign 5 

Keep that, and all the world is thine. 

When naval traffic plows the main, 15 

Who (hares not in the merchant's gain ? 
'Tis that fupports the regal flare, 
And makes the farmer's heart elate : 
The numerous flocks that cloathe the land 
Can fcarce fupply the loom's demand} 3* 

Prolific culture glads the fields, 
And the bare heath a harveft yields. 

Nature expefts mankind fhould (hare 
The duties of the public care. 
Who 's born for flbth ? * To fome we find • 3 $ 
The ploughfttare's annual toil aflign'd : 
Some at the founding anvil glow ; 
Some the fwift-fliding ihufitle throw; 
Some, Mudious of the wind and tide, 
From pole to pole our commerce guide* : 40 

Some (taught by induftfy) impart 
With hands and feet the works of art j 
While fome, of genius more rcfin'd, 
With head and tongue affift mankind* 



* Barrow. 
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Each, aiming at one common end, 45 

Proves to the' whole a needful friend. 
Thus, horn each other's ufeful aid, 
By turns are obligations pan). 

The monarch, when his table 's fpread. 
Is to the clown oblig'd for bread 1 5* 

And, when in all his glory dreft, 
Owes to the loom his royal veft. 
Do not the mafon's toil and care 
Proteft him from tlv* inclement air? 
Docs not the cutler's art fupply 5 c 

The ornament that guards his thigh ? 
All thefc, in duty to the throne, 
Their common obligations own. 
'Tis he (his own and people's caufe) 
Protects their properties and laws. £4 

Thus they their honcft toil employ, 
And with content the fruits enjoy. 
In every rank, or great or fmall,. 
'Tis induflry fupports us all. 

The animals, by want opprefs'd, f j 

To man their fer vices addrefs'd : 
While each purfued their felfifh good, 
They hunger'd for precarious food 1 
Their hours with anxious cares were vcxt| 
One day they fed, and ftarv'd the next : 70, 

They faw that plenty, fure and rife, 
Was found alone in fociai life ; 
That mutual induftry profefs'd, 
The various wants of man redrefs'd;. 

The 
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The Cat, half famifh'd* lean and weak, 75 

Demands the privilege to fpeak. 

*« Well, Pufs, (fays Man) and what can you 
To benefit the public do ?" 

The Cat replies, " Thefe teeth, thefe claws, 
With vigilance (hall ferve the caufe.. $# 

The moufe, deftroy'd by my purfuit, 
No longer fhall your feafls pollute; 
Nor rats, from nightly ambufcade, 
With wafteful teeth your (lores invade,'* 

" I grant, fays Man, to general ufe S5 

Your parts and talents may conduce j 
For rats and mice purloin our grain, 
And threlhers whirl the flail in vain : 
Thus fli all the Cat, a foe to fpoil, 
Protect the farmer's honeft toil." $t 

Then turning to the Dog, he cry'd, 
" Well, Sir, be next your merits try'd/' 

" Sir, fays the Dog, by felf-applaufe 
We feem to own a friendlefs caufe. 
Aik thofe who know me, if diftruft 55 

E'er found me treacherous or unjuft ? 
Did I e'er faith or friendfhipbreak ? 
A& all thofe creatures; let them fpeak. 
My vigilance and trufty zeal 
Perhaps might ferve the public weal. ic* 

Might not your flocks in fafety feed, 
Were I to guard the fleecy breed ? 
Did I the nightly watches keep, 
Could thieves invade you while you flcep ?** 

Ti» 
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The Man replies. «' 'Tis juft and right; 105 
Rewards fuch fervice (hould requite. 
So rare, in property, we find 
Truft uncorrupt among mankind, 
That, taken in a public view, 
The firft diftin&ion is your due. u* 

Such merits all reward tranfeend : 
Be then my comrade and my friend" 

Adreffing now ihe Fly : " From )ou 
What public fen ice can accrue ?" 
*' From me ! (the fluttering infect faid) 115 

I thought you knew me better bred. 
Sir, I *ni a gentleman. Is \ fit 
That I to induftry fubmit ? 
Let mean mechanics, to be fed, 
By bufnicfs cam ignoble bread ; j^o 

Loft in excefs of daily joys, 
I^o thought, no care, my life annoys. 
At noon (ihe lady's matin hour) 
I ifp the tea's delicious flower. 
On cates luxurioufly I dine, 12 c 

And drink the fragrance of the vine. 
Studious of elegance and cafe, 
Myfelf alone I feck to pleafe." 

The Man his pert conceit derides, 
And thus the ufelcfb coxcomb chicics : 13* 

" Hence, from that peach, that downy feat j 
No idle fool deferves to eat. 
Co*ld you have fapp'd the bluihing rind, 
And or* that pulp ambrofial dintf; 



Confix ^'tlufe&^^r^ 
W* 1 -*'^ by linger ftung) . 
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On wl» cn . , . d t o feed. 
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FABLE IX. 

TBEJACK ^amodernPoll-an. 

• „ fwav* mankind ; 

That briber l^ njao<ia ence: 
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•Again ft plain fa£h (hall I engage, 

To vindicate our righteous age ? 

•I know that in a modem fift 

Bribes in full energy- fubfift. s# 

Since then thefe arguments prevail, 

And itching palms are flill fo frail, 

Hence Politicians, you fugged, 

Should drive the nail that goes the beft^ 

That it fhows parts and penetration, 15 

To ply men with the right temptation. 

To. this I humbly muft difTent, 
Premifing, no reflection 's meant. 

Docs juftice or the client's fenfe 
^Teach lawyers either fide's defence ? zm 

TKe fee gives eloquence its fpirit 5 
*That only is the client's merit. 
Does art, wit, wifdom, or addrefs, 
Obtain the proftitute's carefs ? 
^*Hc guinea (as in other trades,) 25 

from every hand alike pcrfuadts. 
^lan, Scripture favs, is prone to evil; 
"Vit does that vindicate the devil? 
ferules, the more mankind are prone, 

*^he lefs the devil's parts are fhown. 3* 

Corruption 's not of modern date ; 

It hath been try'd in every (late ; 

^reat knaves of old their power have fene'd, 

»y places, penfions, bribes, difpens'd j 

»y thefe they glory 'd in fuccefs, g;; 

And impudently dafd opprefs ; 
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By thefe defpoticly they fway'd, 
And flaves extoll'd the hand that pay'd j 
Nor parts nor genius were err.ploy'd, 
ipy thefe alone were realms deftroy'd. 

Now fee thefe wretches in difgrace, 
Stript of their treafures, power, and places 
View them abandon'd and forlorn , 
Expos'd to fuch reproach and fcorn. 
What now is all your pride, your boaft ? 
Where are your (laves, your flattering hoit ? 
What tongues now fctd you with applaufe? 
Where are the champions of your caufe ? 
l^ow ev'n that very fawning tr?in, 
Which fhar'd the gleanings of your j'airi, 
Prefs foremoft who (hall f.rfl: accufe 
Your felfim jobbs, your paltry views* 
Your narrow fchemes, your breach of truft, 
And want of talents to be juft. 

What fools were t!»cfe amidft their power ! 
How rhoughtiefs of rlutr adverfc hour I 
What friends were m.»,!e ? A hiiciing herd, 
For temporary votes pivfcrr'd. 
Was it thefe fycophants to get, 
Your bounty fwcll'd a nation's i!cbi ? 
You 're bit : for thefe, like Swifs, attend) 
No longer pay, no longer fiiend. 

The Lion is (beyond diipure) 
Allow'd the molt mnjcllic brute ; 
His valour and his generous mind 
Prove him fuyerior ot" his kiad : 



Y< 
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Yet to Jackalli (as 'tis avcrr'd) 

Some Lions have their power trantferr'4 $ 

As if the parts of pimps and fpiet 

To govern forefts could fuffice. 70 

Once, ftudious of his private good, 
A proud Jackall opprefs'd the wood} 
To cram his own infatiate jaws, 
Invaded property and laws. 

The forcft groans with difcontcnt, 75 

Frclh wrongs the general hate foment. 
The fprcading murmurs rcach'd his ear j 
His fecret hours were vex'd with fear. 
Night after night he weighs the cafe, 
And feels the terrors of difgrace. 8* 

" By friends (fays he) 1 '11 guard my feat, 
By thofc malicious tongues defeat ; 
1 '11 ilrcngthen power hy new allic«, 
And all my clamorous foes defpife." 

To make the generous beads his friends, 85 
He cringes, fawns, and condefcends j 
But thofc rcpuls'd his abje6t court, 
And fcorn'd oppreflion to fupport. 
Friends muft he had. He can't fubfift. 
Bribes (hall new profelytes in lift : 9* 

But thefc nought weigh'd in hone ft paws ) 
For bribes confefs a wicked caufe : 
Yet think not every paw withftands 
What hath prevailed in human hands. 

A tempting turnip's filvcr (kin 9 5 

Drew a bafe Hog through thick and thin : 

Vol. II. M Bought 



Bought with a Stag's delicious haunch, 
The mercenary Wolf was (tenth : x 

The convert Fo* grew w*rm and hearty, 
A pullet gain'd him to the party : 
The goldcn-^ppin iniii* fift, 
A chattering Monkey jotn'd the lift. 
But foon, expos'd to public hate, 
The favourite's fall redre&'d the ftate. 
The Leopard, vindicating right, 
Had brought his*fecrct frauds to light. 
As rats, before the manfion falls, 
Defert late hofpitable walls, 
In lhoals the fervile creatures run, 
To bow before the rifing fun. 

The Hog with warmth exprefs'd his zeal, 
And was for hanging thofe that Ileal } 
' But hop'd, though low, the public hoard 
Might half a turnip (till afford. 
Since faving rrieafures were pfofeft, 
A lamb's head was the Wolfs requefl. 
The Fox fubmitted, if to touch 
A goiling would be deem'd too much. 
The Monkey thought his grin and chatter 
Might alk a nut, or forrie fuch matter. 

" Ye Hirelings ! hence ! (the Leopard crie 
Your venal confeiehee I defpife. 
He, who the pubKc good intends, 
By bribes needs never purchafe friends. 
Who acts this juft, this 6pen part, 
Is propt by every horieft heart. 

Corrup 
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^Corruption now too late has fhow'd, 

That bribes a*e always ill-beftow'd ; 
* By you your bubbled mailer *s taught, 

Time-Serving tools, not friends, are bought." 13* 



FABLE X. 

THE DEGENERATE45EES. 

'To the Rev. Dr. -Swift, Dean of St. Patricks. 

"*^T*HOUGH courts the practice difallow, 

■*" A friend at all times I ''11 avow. 
* In politics I know 'tis wrong ; 
A friendmip may be, kept too long j 
*And what they call the prudent pait, c 

'Is to wear intcreft next the heart. 
-As the times take a different face, 
Old friendfhips Ihould to new give place 

I know, too, you have many foes, 
^That owning, ydu is maring thofe ; 1 

That every .knave in every ftation, 
Of high and low denomination, 
For what you fpeak, and what you write, 
Dread you at once, and bear you fpite. 
Such freedoms in your works are fliown, 1- 

They can't enjoy what '9 not their own. 
All dunces, top, in church and (late, 
In frqthy nonfenfe Ihew their hate j 

M z With 
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With all the petty fcribbling crew 
(And thofe pert fots are not a few), 
'Gainft you and Pope their envy fpurt. 
The bookfellers alone are hurt. 

Good Gods ! by what a powerful race 
(For blockheads may have power and place) 
Are fcandals rais'd, and libels writ, 
To prove your honefty and wit ! 
Think with yourfelf : thole worthy men, 
"You know, have fuffcr'd by your pen. 
From them you Ve nothing but your due. 
From hence, 'tis plain, your friends are few. 
Except myfelf, I know of none, 
Bciides the wife and good alone. 
To fet the cafe in fairer light, 
My Fable mall the reft recite, 
Which (though unlike our prefent ftate) 
I for the moral's fake relate. 

A Bee of cunning, not of parts, 
Luxurious, negligent of arts, 
Rapacious, arrogant, and vain, 
Greedy of power, but more of gain, 
Corruption fow'd throughout the hive : 
By petty rogues the great ones thrive. 

As power and wealth his views fupply'd, 
'Twas feen in overbearing pride. 
With him loud impudence had merit 5 . 
The Bee of confeience wanted fpirit ; 
And thofe who follow'd honour's rules 
Were laugh'd to fcorn for fqueamilh fools. 

Wei 



FABLES. Part II. 163 

claim'd diftinclion, favour, grace, 

erty alone was bafe. 50 

:d induftry with flight, 

e found his profit by *t. 

laws, and liberties, give way, 

' his felfifli fche tries in play. 

rm forgot the common to 1, 55 

the gleanings of his fpoil. 

vulgar fouls, of narrow parts, 
fe in low mechanic aits, 
fays he), to genius born, 
Jgery of our fathers fcorn. 60 

fp and Drone, you mult agree, 
h more elegance than we. 
itlemen they fport and play ; 
efs interrupts the day t 
•urs to luxury they give, 65 

ly on their neighbours live, 
rn Bee, among the ("warm, 
left indignation warm, 
m his cell with zeal reply *d : 
jht thy frowns, and hate thy pride; 7* 
; our native rights protect $ 
I thee, I thofe refpeft. 
ury corrupt the hive, 
e agatnft the torrent flrive ? 
: honour of your race ; 75 

j his rife on your difgrace. 
(try our ftate maintains j 
•neft toil and honeft gains 

M 3 Thtt 
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That rais'd our fires to power and fame. 
Be virtuous ; fave yourfelves from fliame. to 

Know that, in felfiih ends purfmng, mf 

You fcramble for the public rub." 
' He fpoke ; and, from his cell difmifs'd,. 
Was infolently fcoffM and hifs'd. 
With him a friend or two refjgn'd, t$ 

Difdainihg the degenerate kind. 

" Thefe Drones (fays he), thefe inle&f Tile, 
(I treat them in their proper ftyle) • 
May for a time opprefs the (rate : 
They own our virtue by their hate $ $o - 

By that our merits they reveal, 
And recommend our public zeal ; 
Difgrac'd by this corrupted crew, 
We 're honoured by the virtuous few- 



FABLE XI. 

THI PACK-HORSB AND THE CARRIIlU 

To a young Nobleman. 

T^EGIN, my Lord, in early youth, 
'*"' To fuffer, nay, encourage truth j 
And blame me not for difrefpeft, 
If I the flatterer's ftyle reject j 
With that, by menial tongues fupply'd, 
You 're daily cockered up in pride. 



The 
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The tree 's diflinguifh'd by the fruit. 
Be virtue then your firfl purfuit-; 
Set your great a nee ft or s in view, 
Like them deferve the title too 5 10 

Like them ignoble actions (corn j 
Let virtue prove you greatly born. 

Though with lefs plate their fide-board (hone, 
Their conscience always was their own ; 
They ne'er at levees meanly fawn'd, 1 5 

Nor was their honour yearly pawn'd j 
Their hands, by no corruption fbuVd, 
The miniftevjal bribe difdain'd ; 
They ferv'd the crown with loyal zeal, 
Yet, jealous of the public weal, 20 

They ftood the bulwark of our laws, 
And wore at heart their country's caufe j 
By neither place or penfion bought, 
They {poke and vojed as they thought. 
Thus did your (ires adorn their feat j 2 ^ 

And fuch alone are truly great. 

If you the paths of learning flight, 
You 're but a dunce in ftronger lights 
lb foremoft rank the coward plac'd, 
Is more confpicuoufly difgrae'd. 3 o 

If you, to fervc a paltry end, 
To knavi(h jobbs can condefcend, 
We pay you tbe contempt that 's due* 
In that you have, precedence too. 

Whence had you this illuftrious name ? 3 5 

From virtu* and unblemifh'd fame. 

M 4 . $y 



i6S GAY'S POEMS. 

By birth the name alone defcends; 
Your honour on yourfelf depends : 
Think not your coronet can hide 
Afluming ignorance and pride. 
Learning by ftudy muft be won ; 
'Twas ne'er entail'd from fon to fon. 
Superior worth your rank requires j 
For that mankind reveres your fires : 
If you degenerate from your race, 
Their merits heighten your difgrace. 

A Carrier, every night and morn, 
Would fee his horfes eat their corn : 
This funk the hoftler's vails, 'tis true ; 
But then his horfes had their due. 
Were we fo cautious in all cafes, 
Small gain would rife from greater places. 

The manger now had all its meafure ; 
He heard the grinding teeth with pleafure ; 
"When all at once confufion rung ; 
They fnorted, joftled, bit, and flung. 
A Pack-horfe turn'd his head afide, 
Foaming, his eye-balls fvvell'd with pride. 

'* Good Gods ! (fays he) how hard 's my lot 
Is then my high defcent forgot ? 
Reduc'd to drudgery and difgrace 
(A life unworthy of my race), 
Muft I, too, bear the vile attacks 
Of ragged fcrubs and vulgar hacks ? 
See fcurvy Roan, that brute ill-bred, 
Dares from the manger thruft my head I 
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Shall I, who boaft a noble line, 

On offals of thefc creatures dine } 

Kick'd by old Ball 1 fo mean a foe ! 

My honour fuffers by the blow. 70 

Newmarket fpeaks my grandfire's fame 5 

All jockeys dill revere his name : 

There, yearly, are his triumphs told, , 

There all his maffy plates enrolled. 

Whene'er led forth upon the plain, 75 

You faw him with a livery train ; 

Returning, too, with laurels crown'd, 

You heard the drums and trumpets found. 

Let it then, Sir, be underftood, 

Refpeft *s my due, for I have blood." 80 

" Vain -glorious fool ! (the Carrier cry*d) 
Refpeft was never paid to pride. 
Know 'twas thy giddy wilful heart 
Reduc'd thee to this flavifh part. 
Did not thy headftrong youth difdain • S5 

To learn the conduct of the rein ? 
i Thus coxcombs, blind to real merit, 
[ In vicious frolics fancy fpirit. 
1 What is 't to me by whom begot, 
I Thou reftive, pert, conceited fot? f% 

J Your fires I reverence ; 'tis their due : 
3ut, worthlefs fool, what 's that to you ? 
\{k all the Carriers on the road, 
["hey '11 fay, thy keeping 's ill beftow'd 5 
Then vaunt no more thy noble race, 95 

That neither m«nds thy ftrength or pace. 

What 
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What profits me thy boaft of blood } 

An afs hath more intriniic good* 

By outward mow let *s not be cheated j 

An afs mould like an afs be treated." 100 



FABLE Xir. 

FAN AND FOJLTUMB. 

To a young Heir. 

COON as your father's death was known, 

*-* (As if th' eft ate had been their own) 

The gameflers outwardly exprefl 

The decent joy within your breaft. 

So lavifh in your praife they grew, 5- 

As fpoke their certain hopes in you. 

One counts your income of the year, 
How much in ready money clear. 

11 No houfe, fays he, is more complete ; 
The garden 's elegant and great. la 

How fine the park around it lies ! 
The timber 's of a noble fize. 
"Then count his jewels and his plate. 
B«fides, 'tis no entail'd eftate. 
If cafh run low, his lands in fee j 5 

Arc, or for fale or mortgage, free." 

Thus they, before you threw the main, 
Seem to anticipate their gain. 

Would 
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Would you, when thieves -are known abroad. 
Bring forth your treafures in the road ? s« 

Would not the fool abet the ftealth, 
Who rafhly thus expos'd his wealth ? 
Yet this you do, whene'er you play 
Among the gentlemen of prey. . 

Could fools to keep their own contrive, 35 

On what, on whom, could gamefters thrive ? 
Is it in charity you game, 
To fave your worthy gang from fhame ? 
Unlefs you furniflrM daily bread, 
Which way could idlenefs be fed ? 30 

Could thefe profeiTors of deceit 
Within the law no longer cheat, 
They mud run bolder rifks for prey, 
And (trip the traveller on the way. 
Thus in your annual rents they tore, ^$ 

And 'fcape the noofe from year to year. 

Coniider, ere you make the bett, 
That Aim might crofs-your taylor's debt. 
When you.the pilfering rattle (hake, 
Is not your honour, too, at flake ? 40- 

Muft you not by mean lyes evade 
To-morrow's duns from every trade? 
By proraifes fo often paid, 
Is yet your taylods bill defray'd? 
Muft you not pitifully fawn 45 

To have your butcher's writ withdrawn? 
This muft be done. In debts of play, 
Your honour fufiers no delay: 

An* 
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And not this year's and next year's rent 

♦The fons of rapine can content. > 50 

Look round, the wrecks of play behold, 
Eftates difmember'd, mortgag'd, fold ! 
Their owners now, to gaols confln'd, 
Show equal poverty of mind. 
Some, who the fpoil of knaves were made, 55 

Too late attempt to learn their trade, fc 

Some, for the folly of one hour, 
Become the dirty tools of power; 
And, with the mercenary lift, 
Upon court-charity fubfift. 60 

You *11 find at lad this maxim true, 
Fools are the game which knaves purfue. 

The foreft (a whole century's made) 
Muft be one wafteful ruin made : 
No mercy *s (hewn to age or kind j 65 

The general maflacre is fign'd. 
The park, too, (hares the dreadful fate, 
For duns grow louder at the gate. 
Stem clowns, ol>edient to the 'fcruire, 
• (What will not barbarous hands for hire ?) 70 
With brawny arms repeat the ftroke ; 
Fall'n are the elm and reverend oak. 
Through the long wood loud axes found, 
And Echo groans with every wound. 

To fee the dcfolation fpread, 75 

Pan drops a tear, and hangs his head : 
His bofom now with fury burnsj 
Beneath his hoof the dice he fpurns. 

Cards, 



FABLES. Part II. 17$ 

Cards, too, in peevifli pafiion torn. 

The fport of whirling winds are borne. 80 

" To fnails inveterate hate I bear, 
Who fpoil the verdure of the year 5 
The caterpillar I deteft, 
The blooming Spring's voracious pert j 
The locuft, too, whofe ravenous band 8$ 

Spreads fudden famine o'er the land. 
But what are thefe ? the dice's throw 
At once hath laid a foreft low. 
The cards are dealt, the bett is made. 
And the wide park hath loft its (hade. $0 

Thus is my kingdom's pride defae'd, 
And all its' antient glories wafte. 
All this (he cries) is Fortune's doing : 
'Tis thus foe meditates my ruin. 
By Fortune, that falfe, fickle jade, 95 

More havock in one hour is made, 
Than all the hungry infect race, 
Combin'd, can in an age deface." 

Fortune, by chance, who near him pad, 
O'erheard the vile afperiion caft. ioe 

" Why, Pan, (fays fhe) what 's all this rant? 
'Tis every country-bubble's cant. 
Am I the patronefs of vice ? 
Is 't I who cog or palm the dice? 
Did I the muffling art reveal, 105 

To mark the cards, or range the deal ? 
In all th' employments men purfue, 
I mind the leaft what gamefters do. 

There 



There may: (if computation'* juft) 
One now and then my coBdtfft <cruft. rta 

' I blame the fool, for what can I, 
When ninety-nine my power defy? 
Thefe truft alone their fingers' ends, 
And not one ftake on me depends. 
'Whene'er the gaming-board is fet, 115 

Two clafles of mankind are met j 
But, if we count the greedyrace, 
The knaves fill tfp the greater fpace. 
" 'Tis a grofs error held in fchools, 
That Fortune-always favours fools. uo 

In play it never bears difpute ; 
•That do£trine thefe fell'd oaks confute. 
Then why to me fueh rancour &ow > 
'Tis Folly, Pan, that is thy foe. 
By me his Late eftate he won, 1 i$ 

-But he by Folly was undone." 



F ABLE XIU. 

PLU.TUS, CUWD, AND TIME. 

GF all the burthens man «uft bear, 
Time feemscaoft gallkig-**d fevere: 
Beneath this grievous dead epprt&d, 
We daily meet fome friend dkhtfett. 

" What can one do ? I rofc -*fc aittfr $ $ 

'Tis fall foJwuw tafore metim* 

*ii 
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HSix hours 1 no earthly thing to do i 
Would I had doz'd in bed till two 1" 

A pamphlet is before him fpread, 
And almoft half a page is read; i# 

Tir*d with the ftudy of the day, 
The fluttering fheets are tofb'd away. 
He opes his ftfuff-box, hums an air. 
Then yawns, and ftretches in- his chair. 

" Not twenty, by the minute-hand ! i$ 

Good Gods, foy« he, my watch muft ftand ! 
How muddling 'tis on books to pore ! 
I thought I 'ad read an ho\ir or more. 
The morning, of *dl hours, i'hate. 
*One can't contrive to rife too late." ao 

To make the minutes fader run, 
Then, too, his tirefome felf to fhun, 
To the next coffee-houfe he fpeeds, 
Takes up the news, ibme fcraps he reads. 
-Sauntering, from chair to chair he trails ; *$ 

Now drinks his tea, now bites his nails. 
•He fpies a partner of his woe.; 
By chat afflictions lighter grow ; 
Each other's grievances they (hare, 
And thus their dreadful hours compare. 3* 

Says Tijtti, " Since all men mufl confefs, 
That Time lies heavy, more or lefs, -<- 
Why fhould it'he fo hard to get, 
Till twb,-a party at Kquet ? 
# Play toSght relieve the lagging morn r 33; 

rBy cards long*wintery nights are bonie. 

7 Doe* 
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Does not Quadrille amufe the fair, 

Night after night, throughout the year ? 

Vapours and fpleen forgot, at play 

They cheat uncounted hours away." 41 

" My cafe, fays Will, then muft be hard, 
By want of (kill from play debarr'd. 
Courtiers kill time by various ways $ 
Dependence wears out half their days. 
How happy thefe, whofe time ne'er {lands ! 45 
Attendance takes it off their hands. 
Were it not for this curfed fhower, 
The Park had wild away an hour. 
At court, without or place or view, 
I daily lofe an hour or two : 50 

It fully anfwers my deflgn, 
When I have pick'd up friends to dine ; 
The tavern makes our burden light ; 
Wine puts our time and care to flight. 
At fix (hard cafe !) they call to pay. 5 

Where can one go ? I hate the play. 
From fix till ten ! unlefs in deep, 
One cannot fpend the hours fo cheap. 
The comedy *s no fooner done, 
But fome aflcmbly is begun ; 
Loitering from room to room I (tray, 
Conyerfe, but nothing hear or fay : 
Quite tir'd, from fair to fair I roam. 
So foon>! I dread the thoughts of home. 
From thence, to quicken (low-pac'd night, 
Again my tavern-friends invite: 



A 
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Here, too, our early mornings pafs, 
Till drowfy deep rctartl the glafs." 

Thus thttv their wretched life bemoan, 
And make each other's cafe their own. ?• 

Con Oder, friends, no hour tolls on 
But fomcthing of your grief is gone. 
Were you to fchemes of bufinefs bred, 
Uiil you the paths of learning tread, 
Your hours, your days, would fly too faft j 75 
You \l then regret the minute pad. 
Time 's fugitive and light as wind : 
'I is indolence that clogs your mind 1 
That load from off jour f'piiits fliakc, 
You '11 own, and gricw: for, your miilake. !• 

A while your 1 hough: h'fs fpleen fulpend, 
Then read, and (if you ca:j) attend. 

As Hut us, to divert his care, 
Walk'd forth one morn to ukc the air, 
Cupid o'crtook his Aturtiog pace. I5 

Each ftar'd upon the lltangti's face, 
Till recollection fct them right, 
For each knew th' other hut by fight. 
After fomc complimental talk, 
Time met them, bow'd, and join'd their walk. 9* 
Their chat on various fubjecls ran, 
Hut mofl, what t:&ch hud done for man. 
Plutus all utiK-s a haupfhtv air, 
Juft like our puifi-piuud fellows here. 

" Let kings, fays he, let cobblers tell, 9 5 

Whofc gift* among mauki&d excel. 

Vol. J I. N Confidcr 
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vConfider courts ; what draws their train ? 
Think you 'tis loyalty or gain } 
1 hat ftatefman hath the flrongeft 1 old, 
*W hofe tool of politics is gold ; roo 

By that, in former reigns, 'tis faiJ, 
The knave in power hath fenates led : 
;By that alone he fway'd debates, 
Knrich'd himfelf, and beggar'd dates. 
'Forego your boaft. You muft conclude, 105 

That *s mofl efteem'd that 's moft purfued. 
Think, too, in what a woeful plight 
That wretch muft live whofe pocket 's light. 
.Are not his hours by want depreft ? 
Penurious care corrodes his breaft. 110 

Without refpeft, or love, or friends, 
l His folitary day defcends." 

" You might, fays Cupid, doubt my parts, 
"My knowledge, too, in human hearts, 
^Should I the power of gold difpute, J.15 

Which great examples might confute. 
I know, when nothing elfe prevails, 
Perfuafive money feldom fails j 
That beauty, too, (like other wares) 
Its price, as well as confcience, bears. -i*° 

Then marriage (as of late profeft) 
Is but a money-jobb at beft. 
Confent, compliance, may be fold; 
iBut love 's beyond the price of gold* 
Smugglers there are, who, by retail* *• ^ 

iixpofe what they call Love to laic; 

'Si** 1 
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bargains are an arrant cheat : 
mrchafe flattery and deceit. 

who true love have ever try'd 
common cares of life fupply'd) ij# 

ints endure, no wifhes make, 
rery real joy partake, 
imfort on themfelves depends ; 
want nor power, nor wealth, nor friends. 

then, hath every blifs in ftore ; 13$ 

riendfliip, and 'tis fomething more, 
other .every with, they give : 
> know love, is not to live." 
love, or money, (Time reply 'd) 
men the queftion to decide, 14* 

d bear- the prize : on both intent, 
son 's neglected or mil -f pent. 

who meafure vital fpace, 
leal out years to human race, 
gh little prizM, andfeldom fought, 145 

3Ut me love and gold are nought, 
does the mifer time employ ? 
e'er fee him life enjoy ? 
: forfook, the hoards he won 
ratter'd by his lavifh fon. 150 

: all ufeful arts are gain'd ; 
h, learning, wifdom, is attain'd. 
then would thirfk (fmce fuch my power) 
e'er I knew an idle hour ? 
nie and fo fwift I fly, x 5 s 

's not more fugitive than I. 

N 2 ' ' Wl» 
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Who hath nor heard coquettes complain 
Of days, months, years, mif-fpent in vain? 
For time mifus'd they pine and waftc, 
* .And love's fweet pleafures never tafte. 
Thofe who direct their time aright, 
If love or wealth their hopes excite, 
In each purfuit fit hours employed, 
And both by time have been enjoy'd. 
How heedlefs then are mortals grown ! 
How little is their intereft known ! 
In every view they ought to mind me, 
For, when once loft, they never find me." 
He (poke. The gods no morexonteft, 
And his fuperior gift confeft, 
That Time (when truly underflood) 
Is the molt precious earthly good. 



FABLE XIV. 

THE OWL, THE -SWAN, THE COCK, THE SPID 
THE ASS, AND THE FARMER.. 

To a Mother. 

/CONVERSING with your fprightly boys, 
^* Your eyes have fpoke the Mother's joys. 
With what delight I 'vc heard you quote 
Their fayings in imperfeft note ! 
I grant, in body and in mind 
Katuce appears prof ufely kind. 

T 
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Truft not to that. A& you your part ; 

Imprint juft morals on their heart; 

Impartially their talents fcan: 

Juft education forms the man. 10 

Perhaps (their genius yet unknown) 
Each lot of life 's already thrdwn ; 
That this fhall plead, the next fhall fight, 
The laft atVert the church's right. 
I cenfure not the fond intent j 15 

But how precarious is th* event ! 
By talents mifapply'd and croft, 
Gonfider, all your ions are loft. 

One day (the tale 's hy Martial penn'd) 
A father thus addrefs'd his friend : 19 

u To train my boy, and call forth fenfe, 
You know I *ve ftuck at no expence; 
■I *ve try'd him in tlie feveral arts; 
(The lad, no doubt, hath latent parts) 
Vet, trying all, he nothing knows, 2^ 

&ut, crabrlike, rather backward goes. 
I"*^ach me what yet remains undone; 
-£"is your advice fhall fix my fon." 

* 4 Sir, fays the friend, I \e weigh'd die matter; 
^-Xcufc mc, for I fcorn to flatter : 30 

^3"ake him (nor think his genius checkt) 
^ herald or an architect/' 

Perhaps (as commonly 'tis known) 
^^ beard th' advice, and took his own. 

The boy wants wit ; he 's fent to fchool, 35 
^here learning but improves the fool. 

N 3 The 
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The college next muft give hiro pans, ** 

And cram him with the liberal arts. 

Whether he blunders at the bar, 

Or owes his infamy to war j 40 

Or if by licence or degree 

The fexton (hare the doctor's fee $ 

Or from the pulpit by the hour 

He weekly floods of nonfenfe pour ; 

We find (th* intent of Nature foil'd) 45 

A taylor or a butcher fpoil'd. 

Thus minifters have royal boons 
Confcrr'd on blockheads and buffoons : 
In fpite of nature, merit, wit, 
Their friends for every poft were fit. 50 

But now let every Mufe confefs 
That merit finds its due fuccefs. 
Th* examples of our days regard ; 
Where 's virtue feen without reward ? 
Diftinguifh'd and in place you find 5$ 

Defert and worth of every kind. 
Survey the reverend bench, and fee 
Religion, learning, piety : 
The patron, ere he recommends, 
Sees his own image in his friend's. 6c 

Is honefty difgrae'd and poor? 
What is 't to us what was before ? 

We all of times corrupt have heard, 
When paltry minions were preferr'd j 
When all great offices, by dozens, 6 

Were fill'd by brothers, fons, and coufins. 

Wl 
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What matter ignorance and pride ? 

The man was happily ally'd. 

Provided that his clerk was good, 

What though he nothing under flood ? 70 

In church and (late the forry race 

Grew more confpicuous fools in place. 

Such heads, as then a treaty made, 

Had bungled in the cobbler's trade. 

Confidcr, Patrons, that fuch elves 75 

Expofc your folly with themfclvcs. 
'Tis your*, as 'tis the parent's care, 
To fix each genius in its fphcrc. 
Your partial hand can wealth difpenfe, 
But never give a blockhead fenfe. So 

An Owl of magi (ferial air, 
Of folcmn voice, of brow auflerc, . 
Aflum'd the pride of human race, 
And bote his wifdom in his face ; 
Not to depreciate learned eyes, £5 

1 'vc fee 11 a pedant look as wife. 

Within a barn, from noife retir'd, 
He fcorn*d a the world, lumlclf admh'dj 
And, like an ancient fat>e, conceal'd 
The follies public life rcvcaPd. 90 

Philofophers of old, he read, 
Their country's youth to fcicncc bred, 
Their manners form'd for every (Ution, 
And deftin'd each his occupation. 
When Xenophon, by numl>cp* brav'd, 95 

Retreated^ and a people fav'd, 

N 4 That 
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That laurel was not all his own j 
The plant by Socrates was fown. 
To Ariftotle's greater name 
The Macedonian ow'd his fame- 

Th' Athenian bird, with pride replete, 
Their talents equal'd in conceit. 
And, copying the Socratic rule,* 
Set up for mafler of a fchooi. 
Dogmatic jargon learnt by heart, i 

Trite fentenccs, hard terms of art, 
To vulgar cars feem'd fo profound, 
They fancy'd learning in the found. 

The fchooi had fame ; the crowded place 
With pupils fwarm'd of every race. » 

With thefe the Swan's maternal care 
Had fent her fcarce-fledg'd cygnet heir : 
The Hen (though fond and loath to part) 
Here lodg'd the darling of her heart : 
The Spider, of mechanic kind, i 

Afpir'd to fciencc more refin'd : 
The Afs learnt metaphors and tropes, 
But mod on mufic fix'd his hopes. 

The pupils now, advanc'd in age, 
Were call'd to tread life's bufv ftage ; i 

And to the Mailer 'twas fuhmitted, 
That each might to his part be fitted. 

" The Swan, fays he, in arms (hall (hine j 
The foldicr's glorious toil be thine. 

The Cock mall mighty wealth attain s " 

Go, feek it on the ftormy main. 

1 
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The court ihall be the Spider's fphere : 

Rower, fortune, ihall reward him there. 
In murk's art, ihc Afs's fame 

Shall emulate Corelli's name." 13* 

Each took the part that he advis'd,. 

And all were equally defpis'd. 

A Farmer, at his folly mov'd, 

The dull Preceptor thus reprov'd. 
" Blockhead, fays he, by what you 've done, 135 

One would have thought them each your fonj 

For parents, to their offspring blind, 

Gonfulc nor parts nor turn of mind, 

But ev'n in infancy decree 

What this, what th' other fon ihall bc« 140- 

Had you with judgement weigh'd the cafe, 

Their genius thus had fix'd their place : 

The Swan had learnt the fader's artj 

T-he Cock had play'd the foldier's part 3 

The Spider in the weaver's trade 145 .-, 

"With credit had a fortune made ; 

Hut for the foal, in every clafs, 

"i'he blockhead had appear'd an Aft." 
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lath not heard the rich complain x$ 

feits and corporeal pain ? 
rr'd from every ufe of wealth, 

the ploughman's ftrength and health, 
er, in a beauteous wife 
ill the miferies of life : 3* 

lie jars and jealous fear, 
er all< bis days with care. 
/ants an hetr ; the line is loft : 
vas that vain entail engroft > 
:hou difcern another's mind ? 35 

is 't you envy ? Envy 's blind, 
invy, when fhe would annoy, 
houfands want what you enjoy, 
he dinner mull be difh'd at one. 
: 's this vexatious Turnfpit gone ? 4.Q 

the ikulking Cur is caught, 
rloin's fpoilt, and I 'in in fault." 
s iaid, (for fure you '11 think it fit 

the Cook-maid's oaths omit) 
ill the fury of a cook, 45 

oler kitchen Nan forfook : 
oomflick o'er her head Ihc waves. ; 
sats, fhe (lamps, (he puffs, fhe raves, : 
eaking Cur before her flies ; 
littles, calls ; fair fpeech fhe tries. 5% 

sought avail. Her choler burns 5 
1 and cudgel threat by turns. 
lafly flride fhe prcfles near ; 
ks aloof, and Jiowls with fear. 

"Wa$ 
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" Was ever Cur fo curs'd ' (he cry' 
What ftar did at my birth prefide ! 
Am I for life by compaft bound 
To tread the wheel's eternal round > 
Inglorious talk ! of all our race 
4 No flave is half fo mean and bafe. 
Had Fate a kinder lot aflign'd, 
And form'd me of the lap-dog kind, 
I then, in higher life employ'd, 
Had indolence and eafe enjoy'd 3 
And, like a gentleman, careft, 
Had been the lady's favourite gueft j 
Or were I fprung from fpaniel line, 
Was his fagacious noftril mine, 
By me, their never-erring guide, 
From wood and plain their feafts fupplj 
Knights, Yquires, attendant on my pac 
Had fhar'd the pleafures of the chace. 
Endued with native flrength and fire, 
Why call'd I not the lion fire ? 
A lion ! fuch mean views I fcorn : . 
Why was I not of woman born ? 
Who dares with reafon's power contend 
On man we brutal Haves depend : 
To him all creatures tribute pay, 
And luxury employs his day." 

An Ox by chance o'erheard his moan, 
And thus rebuk'd the lazy drone. 

" Dare you at partial Fate repine ? 
How kind 's your lot comparM with mi 
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:d to toil, the barbarous knife S5 

"ever'd me f om focial life ; 
b/ the ftimulaiiug goad, 
the cumbrous waggon's load : 
ine to tame the flubhom plain, 
the (Viff fuil, and houfc the grain: 90 

without a rauimur bear 
uious labours of the year. 
en, cqnfider, that one day 
ps the .hour 's not far away) 
i>y the duties of yx>ur poft, 93 

urn the f^it when I 'm the roaft; 
>r reward ihall (hare the feaft, 
, lhall pick my bones at lead." 
ill now, th' aftonifli'd Cur replies, 
d on all wirh envious eyes. 10© 

life we judge by what appears ! 
atures feel their fevcrai cares, 
yon' mighty beaft complains ; 
s man knows fuperior pains. 
7 then no more torment : 105 

on the Ox, and learn content." 
> faid, clofe following at her heel, 
heerful heart he mounts the wheel. 
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FABLE XVI. 

THE RAVEN, THE SEXTON, AND THE E 

To Laura. 

T AURA, methinks 5*011 're over- 
■■— ' True ; flattery>k a fliocking via 
Yet fure, whene'er the praife is juft, 
One may commend without difguft. 
.Am I a privilege deny'd, 
Indulg'd by every tongue befide ? 
rHow lingular are all your ways ! 
A woman, and averfe to praife ! 
If 'tis offence fuch truths to tell, 
Why do your merits thus excel ? 

Since then I dare not fpeak my mi. 
A truth confpicuous to mankind 5 
Though in full luftre every grace 
Diftinguim your celeftial face; 
Though beauties of inferior ray 
(Like ftars before the orb of day) 
Turn pale and fade j I check my lay 
Admiring what I dare not praife. 

If you the tribute due difdain, 
The Mufe's mortifying ftrain 
Shall, like a woman, in mere fpite, 
Set beauty in a moral light. 

Though fuch revenge might (hock 
Of many a celebrated fair, 
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cl mean that fupcrficial race 25 

Whofe thoughts ne'er reach beyond their facej 
What 's that to you ? I but difpleafe 
Such ever-girlifh ears as thefe. 
Virtue can brook the thoughts of age, 
That lafts the fame through every ftage. 30 

Though you by time muft fuffer jnorc 
Than ever woman loft before, 
To age is fuch indifference fhown, 
As if your face were not ) r our own, 
'Were you by Antoninus taught ? 3.5 

Or is it native ftrength of thought 
That thus, without concern or fright, 
You view yourfelf by Reafon's light ? 

Thofe eyes, of fo divine a ray, 
What are they ? Mouldering, mortal clay. 40 
Thofe features, caft in heavenly mould. 
Shall, like my coarfer earth, grow old ; 
Like common grafs, the faireft flower 
Muft feel the hoary feafon's power. 

How weak, how vain, is human pride ! 45 

Dares man upon himfelf confide ? 
The wretch, who glories in his gain, 
Amaflfes heaps on heaps in vain. 
Why lofe we life in anxious cares, 
'To lay-in hoards for future years ? 50 

Can thofe (when tortured by difeafe) 
£heer our fick heart, or purchafe eafe? 
Can thofe prolong one gafp of brea/h, 
Or calm the troubled hour of death? 

What's 



What 's beauty ? Call ye that your own ? ■$$ 
A flower that fades asf foon as blown. 
What 's man. in ailln6 boaft of f way? 
Perhaps the tyrant. of a day. 

Alike the laws of life take place 
• Through every bianch of human race. *$• 

The monarch rf long: regal line 
Was raib'd imm duft as frail as mine. 
Can he poui healtli into his veins. 
Or cool the fevers rcftlef* pains ? 
•^Can he (worn down in Nature's courfe) 65 

New-brace his feeble nerves with force ? 
» Can he (how vain is mortal power ! ) 
: Stretch life beyond the deftin'd hour ? 

Confider, Man; weigh well- thy frame; 
•The king, the beggar, is the fame. 7« 

JDuft form'd us all. Each breathes his day, 
Then finks into his native clay. 

Beneath a venerable yew, 
" That in the lonely church-yard grew, 
, VTwo Ravens fate. In folemn croak 75 

Thus one his hungry friend befpoke. 

" Mcthinks I fcent fome rich repaft j 
The favour flrengthens with the blaftj 
Snuff then, the promis'd feaft inhale ; • 
•I tafte the carcaic in the gale. &• 

Near yonder trees, the farmer's fleed, 
tFrom toil and every drudgery freed, 
• Hath groan'd his laft. A dainty treat ! 
To birds of tafle, delicious meat I" 

6 A Sexto* 
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exton, bufy at his trade, . J 5 

ar their chat fufpench his fpade. 
llriick him with no farther thought, 
merely as the fees he brought. 
5 ever two fuch blundering fowls, 
ins and manners lefs than owls ! 90 

leads, fays he, learn more refpeft : 
ye on whom ye thus reflect ? 
; fame grave (who does me right, 
)wn the work is ftrong and tight) 
iquire, that yon* fair hall policft, 95 

?ht fhall lay his bones at reft. * 
ce could the grofs miftake proceed ? 
iquire was fomewhat fat indeed, 
then ? the meaneft bird of prey 
vant of fenfe -could ne'er betray ; 10® 

re fome difference mutt be found 
ofc-the frneliing organ found) 
:a(Tes (fay what we can), 
ere 's the dignity of man : " 
;h due refpeft to human race, 103 

.avens undertook the cafe. 
\\ fimilitude of fcent, 
<e'er could think reflexions meant. 
cu%es extol a treat, 

:em their favoury words to eat, 1 10 

prais'd dead horfe, luxurious food J 
snifon of the prefcient brood. 
Sexton's indignaiion, mov'd, 
ican comparifon reprov'd ; 
L. II. O Their 
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Their undifcerning palate blam'd, 
Which two-legged carrion thus dcfam'd. 

Reproachful fpeech from either fide 
The want of argument fupply'd : 
They rail, revile ; as often ends 
The conteft of difputing friends. i«o 

" Hold, fays the Fowl; fince human pride 
With confutation ne'er comply 'd, 
Let 's ftate the cafe, and then refer 
The knotty point, for tafte may err. ,, 

As thus he fpoke, from out the mould 115 

An Earth-worm, huge of fize, unroll'd 
His monftrous length : they ftrait agree 
To chufe him as their referee : 
So to th* experience of his jaws 
Each ftates the merits of the caufe. 130 

He paus'd j and, with a folemn tone, 
Thus made his fage opinion known : 

f * On carcafles of every kind 
This maw hath elegantly din'd; 
Provok'd by luxury or need, 1 

On beaft, or fowl, or man, I feed : 
Such fmall diftin&ion 's in the favour, 
By turns I chufe the fancy'd flavour : 
Yet I mud own (that human bcaft!)* 
A glutton is the ranked: feaft. 140 

Man, ceafe this boaft; for human pride 
Hath various tra£h to range befide. 
The prince who kept the world in awe, 
The judge whofe dictate fix'd the law, 
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ic rich, the poor, the great, the fmall, 145 

re level'd ; death confounds them all. 
len think not that we reptiles fhare 
ch cates, fuch elegance of fare ; 
le only true and real good 
man was never vermin's food : 150 

is feated in th* immortal mind ; 
rtue diftinguifhes mankind, 
id that (as yet ne'er harbour'd here) 
ounts with the foul we know not where. 
, Good-man Sexton, iince the cafe 155 

ppears with fuch a dubious face, 
) neither I tjie caufe determine, 
r different taftes pleafe different vermin." 



END OF THE SECOND PART. 
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AYE AND NO. 

A FABLE* 

TN Fable all things hold difcourfe* 

"■" Then Words, no doubt, muft talk of courfe. 

Once on a time, near Cannon-row, 
Two hoftile adverbs, Aye and No, 
Were haftcning to the field of fight, 5 

And front to front flood oppofite ; 
Before each general join'd the van, 
Aye, the more courteous knight, began. 

" Stop, peevifh Particle ! beware ! 
I *m told you are not fuch a bear, 10 

But fomctimes yield when offer'd fair. 
Suffer yon* folks a while to tattle 1 
'Tis we who mull decide the battle. 
Whene'er we war on yonder ftage, 
With various fate and equal rage, 15 

The nation trembles at each blow 
That No gives Aye, and Aye gives No; 
Yet, in expenfive long contention, 
We gain nor office, grant, or penfion. 
Why then (hould kinsfolks quarrel thus ? 
(For two of you make one of us.) 

# Taken from the Mifcellanics publifticd by Dfi 
Swift and Mr. Pope. 
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To fomc wife ftatefman let us go, 

Where each his proper ufe may know : 

He may admit two fuch commanders, 

And make thofe wait who ferv'd in Flanders. t$ 

Let 's quarter on a great man's tongue, 

A treafury lord, not Maifter Young. 

Obfcquious at his high command, 

Aye fhall march forth to tax the land j 

Impeachments Na can beft refift, 3* 

And Aye fupport the Civil lift : 

Aye, quick as Caefar, wins the day, 

And No, like Fabius, by delay. 

Sometimes in mutual fly difguife, 

Let Aye's fcem No's, and No's feem Aye't j 3 5 

Aye's be in courts denials meant, 

And No's in bifhops give confent." 

Thus Aye propos'd — and, for reply, 
No, for the firfl time, anfwer'd Aye. 
They parted with a thoufand kifles, 4« 

And fight e'er fmce for pay, like SwilTcs. 
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DUKE UPON DUKE*: 
AN EXCELLENT NEW BALLAD. 

TO THE TUNB OP, CHEVY-CHACB. 

npO lordlings proud I tunc my lay, 
A Who feaft in bower or hall : 
Though dukes they be, to dukes I fay, 
That pride will have a fall. 

Now that this fame it is right footh, 

Full plainly doth appear, 
From what befel John duke of Guife * r 

And Nic of Lancaflere f. 

When Richard Coeur-de-Lion reign'd, 

(Which means a lion's heart) 
Like him his barons rag'd and roar'd; 

Each play'd a lion's part. 

A word and blow was then enough t 

Such honour did them prick, 
J/ you but turn'd your cheek, a cuff; 

And, if your a — fe, a kick. 

* This humourous Ballad is afcribed to Mr. Gay 01 
conjecture only. It is among the Mifcellanies pub- 
lifhed by Dr. Swift and Mr. Pope ; is there marked a* 
not the Dean's ; and has never been confidered as Mr. 
Pope's. N. 

•f Sir John Guife. N. 

J Nicholas Lord Lechmcrc, Chancellor of the 
Dutchy of Lancaftcr. N. 

5 Look 
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Look in their face, they tweak'd your nofe, 

At every turn fell to 't ; 
Come near, they trod upon your toes ; 

They fought from head to foot. 

Of thefe the duke of Lancaftere 

Stood paramount in pride ; 
He kick'd and cufPd, and tweak'd and trod 

His foes, and friends beiide. 
Firm on his front his beaver fate ; 

So broad, it hid his chin ; 
For why ? he deem'd no man his mate* 

And fear'd to tan his ikin. 

With Spanifh wool he dy'd his cheek* 

With effence oil'd his hair ; 
No vixen civet-cat fo fweet, 

Nor could fo fcratch and tear. 

Right tall he made himfelf to fhow, 

Though made full fhort by God : 
And, when all other dukes did bow* 

This duke did only nod. 

Yet courteous, blithe, and debonnair* 

To Guife's duke was he : 
Was ever fuch a loving pair ? 

How could they difagree ? 

Oh, thus it was : he lov'd him dear, 

And caft how to requite him ; 
And, having no friend left but this, 

He deem'd it meet to fight him. 

O 4 Forth- 
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Forthwith he drench'd his defperate quiff, 

And thus he did indite : 
*' This eve at whift ourfelf will play, 

" Sir Duke I be here to-night." 
" Ah no ! ah no 1" the guilelefs Guifc 

Demurely did reply j 
" I cannot go, nor yet can ftand, 

" So fore the gout have I J' 

The duke in wrath calFd for his deeds, 

And fiercely drove them on; 
Lord ! lord ! how rattled then thy flonci> 

O kingly Kenfington* ! 
All in a trice he rufh'd on Guife, 

Thruft out his lady dear ; 
lie tweak'd his nofe, trod on his toes,. 

And fmote him on the ear. 

But mark, how mid ft of victory 

Fate plays her old dog-trick ! 
Up leap'd duke John, and knock'd him down, 

And fo down fell duke Nic. 
Alas, oh Nic 1 oh Nic, alas ! 

Right did thy goffip call thee : 
As who ihould fay, alas the day 

When John of Guife (hall maul thee I 
For on thee did he clap his chair, 

And on that chair did fit ; 
And look'd as if he meant therein 

To do what was not fit. 

* Lord Lechmere lived at Camden-houfe, near Ke 

fington. N. 
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Up didft thou look, oh woeful duke 1 

Thy mouth yet durft not ope, 
Certes for fear of finding there 

A t — d inftead of trope. 

•' Lie there, thou caitiff vile !»* quoth Guife, 

" "Sojbeet is here to fave thee : 
" The cafement it is fliut likewife ; 

" Beneath my feet I have thee. 

" If thou haft aught to fpeak, fpeak out,." 

Then Lancaftere did cry, 
" Know'ft thou not me, nor yet thyfelf ^ 

"Who thou, and who am I ? 

" Know'ft thou not me, who (God be prais'd !) 

" Have brawl'd and quarrel'd more, 
" Than all the line of Lancaftere, 

" That battled heretofore ? 

" In fenates fam'd for many a fpeech, 
" And (what fome awe muft give ye, 

u Though laid- thus low beneath thy breech) 
" Still of the council privy ; 

" Still of the dutchy chancellor : 

" Durante life I have it ; 
*' And turn, as now thou doft on me, 

" Mine a— e on them that gave it." 

But now the fervants they rufh'd in j 

And duke Nic. up leap'd he r 
44 I will not cope againft fuch odds, 

" But, Guifc ! 1 '11 fight with thee : 

" To-monow 
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" To-morrow with thee will I fight 

" Under the green-wood tree." 
4( No, not to-morrow, but to-night" 

(Quoth Guife) " I '11 fight with thee.*'* 

And now the fun declining low 

Beftreak'd wkh blood the fkies ; 
When, with hrs fword at faddle-bow,. 

Rode forth the valiant Guife. 

Full gently pranc'd he o'er the lawn, 

Oft' roll'd his eyes around, 
And from the ftirrup fhxtch'd to find 

Who was not to be found. 

Long brandiftt'd he the blade in air, 

Long look'd the field all o'er : 
At length he fpy'd the merry-men brown, 

And eke the coach and four. 

From out the boot bold Nicholas 

Did wave his wand fo white,. 
As pointing out the gloomy glade 

Wherein he meant to fight. 

All in that dreadful hour fo calm. 

Was Lancaftcre to fee, 
As if he meant to take the air, 

Or only take a fee : 

And fo he did — for to New Court 

His rolling wheels did run : 
Kot that he fhunn'd the doubtful flrifcj 

But bvjinefs muft be done, 

Back 
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Back in the dark, by Brompton-park, 

He turn'd up through the Gore \ 
So flunk to Camden-houfe fb high, 

All in his coach and four. 

Mean-while duke Guife did fret and fume, 

A fight it was to fee, 
Benumb'd beneath the evening dew 

Under the green- wood tree. 

Then, wet and weary, home he far'd; 

Sore muttering all the way, 
" The day I meet him, Nic fhall rue 

" The cudgel of that day, 

" Mean time on every pifling-poft 

" Pafte we this recreant's name, 
** So that each pi(Ter- by lhall read 

"And pifs againft the fame." 

Now God preferve our gracious king, 

And grant his nobles all 
May learn this leflbn from duke Nic,, 

That/r/V* twill have a fall I 
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PASTORAL TRAGEDY. 



" Sunt numina amanti, 
: Saevit ct injufta lege reli6fca Venus." 

T«ull. Eleg. ▼. Lib. i. 



DRAMATIS PERSONA 

MEN. 

Evander under the name of Lycidas. 

Cleanthes. 

:Shepherds. 

WOMEN. 

Dione under the name of Alexis. 

Parthenia. 

Laura. 

Scene, ARCADIA. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
'Iain, at the Foot of a fteep craggy Mountain. 
DIONE. LAURA. 

LAURA. 

A Y doft thou fly me ? Stay, unhappy fair, 
Seek not thefe horrid caverns of clef pair; 
;e thy fteps, the midnight air I bore, 
he brown defert, and unfhelter'd moor t 
times the lark has fung his matin lay, 
>fe on dewy wing to meet the day, 
rft I found thee, flretch'd in penfive mood, 
laurels border Ladon's filver flood. 

DIONE. 

iy foul with grateful thanks o'crflow ! 
thy hand my daily life I owe. 
le weak lamb, you rais'd me from the plain, 
int to bear bleak winds and beating rain ; 
ay I (hare thy bowl and clean repaft, 
ight thy roof defends the chilly blaft. 
n is all thy friendlhip, vain thy care ; 
a wretch abandon 'd to defpair. 

LAURA. 

- will fly thee, when thou fhak impart 
tal fecret that torments thy heart ,* 

Difclofe 
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Difclofe thy forrows to my faithful car, 
Inftruc"t thefe eyes to give thee tear for tear. 
Love, love 's the caufe j our forefts fpeak thy flame, 
The rocks have learnt to figh Evander's name. 
If faultering ihame thy bafliful tongue reftrain, 
If thou haft look'd, and blufh'd, and (igh'd in van; 
Say, in what grove thy lovely fhgpherd (trays. 
Tell me what mountains warble with his lays ; 
Thither I '11 fpeed me, and with moving art 
Draw foft confeffions from his melting heart. 

DIONE. 

Thy generous care has touch'd my fecret woe. 
Love bids thefe fcalding tears inceflant flow. 
Ill-fated love ! O fay, ye fylvan maids, 
Who range wide forefts and fequefter'd (hades, 
Say where Evander bled, point out the ground 
That yet is purple with the favage wound. 
Yonder he lies j I hear the bird of prey ; 
High o'er thofe cliffs the raven wings his way ; 
Hark how he croaks ! he fcents the murder near. 

may no greedy beak his vifage tear ! 

Shield him, ye Cupids ; ftrip the Paphian grove, 
And ftrow unfading myrtle o'er my love ! 
Down, heaving heart. 

LAURA. 

— The mournful tale difclofe. 

DIONE. 

Let not my tears intrude on thy repofe. 
Yet if thy friendfhip ftill the caufe requeft $ 

1 '11 fpeak, though forrow rend my lalxwiring brcaft. 

Xn«* 
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f then, fair fhepherdefs, no honeft fwaia 
Ut me the duties of the peaceful plain j 
'd to fweet content, no flocks I keep, 
irqvmng goats that overhang the fteep. 
where Qrchomenos* proud turrets (hine, 
e jay birth from long illuftrious line, 
was I train'd amklft Arcadia's court } 
ever revels in that gay refort. 
le'er Evander paft, my froitten heart 
d frequent fighs, and felt unufual fmart. 
hadft thou feen with what fweet grace he mov'd ! 
fhy that wifli ? for Laura then had lov'd. 

LAURA. 

lft me not j thy fecret wrongs impart, 

DIONE. 

ve the (allies of a breaking heart. 

ier's fighs his mutual flame confeft, 

jrowing paffion laboured in his bread ; 

etie came ; my heart with rapture fprung, 

c the blufhes, when his faultering tongue 

"aid, I love. My eyes confent reveal, 

slighted vows our faithful paflion feal : 

e *s now the lovely youth 5 he '$ loft, he *s flail, 

he pale code lies breathlefs on the plain I 

LAURA. 
ius the hopes of conftant loyers paid } 
s — ye Powers^ from love defend the maid ! 
L. II. P DIONE. 



tit G A Y'S^ FOSMS. 

Now have twtkfc mornings wftfm'4 the purple e*fl^ 
Since my dear hunter rouz'd the tuiky bcaft j 
Swift flew the foaming monfter through the woody 
Swift as the wind, his eager fteps purfued : 
*Twas then the favage turn'd ; then -fell the youth, 
And his dear Hood diftain'd the barbarous tooth. 

LAURA. 

Was there none near ? no ready fuccour found ? 
Nor healing herb to ftauuch the fpouting wound? 

DJOtyE. 

In vain through pathlefs woods the hunters croft, 
And fought with anxious eye their matter loft j 
In vain their frequent hollows ecchp'd ifrrill, 
And his lov'd name was fent from hill to hill 5 
Evander hears you not. He *s loft, he 's (lain, 
^And the pale corfe lies breathlefs on the plain. , 

LAURA. 

Has yet no clown (who, wandering from the way, 
Beats every bufh to raife the lamb aftray) 
Obferv'd the fatjal fpot ? 

PIQN*. 

— O, if ye pafs 
Where purple murder dyes the wither'd grais, 
With pious finger gently clofc his eyes, 
And let his grave with decent verdure rife. [Wttfi. 

LAURA. 

Behold the turtle who has loft her mate ; 
Awhile with drooping wing fhc mourns his fate ; 

Sullen, 
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awhile (he fecks the darkeft grove, . 

:>ing meditates" the murder'd dove ; ■ . : • , 

t the rueful image wears away, 

he 's chear'd, again (he fecks the d*ay. 

en thy beauty, and no longer pine.^ • ^ 

DJONE, . . j;-^ :. .'H 

: fome turtle's love has equafd mine, 
/hen the hawk has fnatch'd l^er mate awajy . / v 
ver known.thc glad return of day, .■ jr 

i my fond father faw my fad«d eye* . j , 

my livid cheek the rbfes die j 
atching fighs my wafted Worn mov'd, 
ss, my figitf, adtffirm'd hrm thai t toiWL *' iV ' 
v not that Evander was my flame, ]' ' ' " 

dead ! my pafiion ftill the fame ! 
:, he thteaten'd ; with patern*J-fway # 
:s nara'd* and fix'd the nuptial tky a ; 
kindqcfs \ too feverely preft I N ■ j '-. . . 
us honours, and his wealth deteit. 

LAURA. • ' , 

n is force ! Love ne'er can be corapeU'd. 

DIONE. . !; 

bound my duty, yet my heart rebell'd. 

it, vvhen'fleep had hufh'd all bufy fpies, 

pale moon had journey 'd half the fltks t 

rofe and drefs'd ; with filent tread, 

I the gates, and to thefe mountain* fled. 

me (both the melancholy hours 1 

:, ye woods, within your twilight bowers I 

1* a Where 
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Where my calm foul may fettled forrow know, 
And no Clearithes interrupt my woe 
With importuning love — 

{Melancholy mafic is tear d at a di/lana. 
On yonder plain 
Advances How a melancholy train ; ' 

Black cyprefs boughs their drooping heads adorn. 

LAURA. 

Alas I Menalcas to his grave is borne. 

Behold the victim of Parthenia's pride ! 

He faw, he figh-d, he lov'd, was fcorn'd, and dyU 

DIONE. 

Where dwells this beauteous tyrant of the plains? 
Where may I fee her ? 

LAURA. 

— Afk the fighing fwains. 
They beft can fpeak the conquefts of her'eyc&j 
Whoever fees her, loves ; who loves her, dies. 

DIONE. 

Perhaps untimely fate her flame hath crofs'd, 
And (he, like me, hath her Evander loft 
How my foul pities her ! 

LAURA. 

— If pity move 
Your generous bofom, pity thofe who love. 
There late arriv'd among our fylvan race 
A ftranger Ihepherd, who with lonely pace 
Vitus thofe mountain-pines at dawn of day, 
Where oft' Parthenia takes her early way 
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To rouze the chace; mad with his amorous pain. 

He (lops and raves ; then fallen walks again. 

Parthenia's name is borne by parting gales, 

And talking hills repeat it to ther dales.; 

Come, let us from this vale of forrow go, 

Nor let the. mournful fcene prolong thy woe. [Exeunt, 

SCENE ir.* 

Shepherds and Shepherdefes (crowned with garlands of 
cyprefs and yew) bearing the body of Menalcas.. 

1 SHEPHERD. 

Here gently reft the corfc — With faultering breath* 
Thus fpake Menalcas on the verge of death. 
u Belov'd Palemon, hear a dying friend ; 
" See, where yon hills with craggy brows afcend, 
w Low in the valley where the mountain grows, 
" There firft I faw her, there began mr woes. 
" When I am cold, may there this clay be laid t 
" There often (trays the dear, the cruel maid ; 
" There as (he walks, perhaps you '11 hear her fays 
u (While a kind gufhing tear lhall force its way) 
" How could my ftubborn heart rclentlefs prove ? 
4i Ah, poor Menalcas — all thy fault was love !" 

2 SHEPHERD. 

When pitying lions o'er a carcafe groan, 
And hungry tigers bleeding kids bemoan $ 

* This and the following fcene are formed upon the 
aovel of Marcellaun Don Quixote. 

P 3 » When 
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When the lean wolf laments the maogjed &eop$. 
Then fball Par^henia o'er Menalcas weep. 

» I SHEPHERD. 

When famifli'd- panthers ieek their morning food,- 
And monfters roar along the defert wood j 
•When hiflnrg vipers ruftle through the brake, 
Or in the path-way rears the fpeckled fnake j 
The wary fwain th' approaching peril fpies, 
And through fome diftant road fecurely flies. 
Fly then, ye fwains, from beauty's furer wound; 
Such was the fate our poor Menafcas found ! 

1 SHEPHERD. 

What fhcpherd does not mourn Menalcas (lain ^ 
Kill'd by a barbarous woman's proud difdaio ! 
Whoe'er attempts to bend her fcornful mind, 
Cries- to the deferts, and purfues the wind. 

I SHEPHERD. 
With every grace Menalcas was endow'd, 
His merits dazzled all the fylvan croud. 
If you would know his pipe's melodious found, 
Aik all the echoes of thefe hills around, 
For they have learnt his (brains ; who mall rebearit 
The ftrengtb, the cadence of his tuneful verfe ? 
Go, read thofe lofty poplars j there you '11 find 
Some tender fonnet grow on every rind. 

* SHEPHERD. 
Yet what avails his fkill ? Parthenia flies. 
Can merit hope fuccefs in woman's eyes ? 

7 i SHEf« 
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I SHEPHERD. 

was Parthenia form'd of Jbfitrt mould ? 
does her hearr fuch favage nature hold ? 
kind gods ! or all her charms efface, 
ne her heart — fo fpare the fhephcrd race. 

2 SHEPHERD. 

ie the flowers which on the grave I caft ; 
ty" Pdrthenia's tranfient beauty waftc ! 

I SHVPHERti. 

woman ever counts the fleeting years, 
:s the wrinkle which her forehead wears ? 
Ling her features never fhall decay, 
Twain flie fcorns, from that foe turns away. 
now r as when the rofe her bud unfojds, 
le each breaft the fhort-liv'd fragrance holds j 
. the dry (talk lets drop her fhriverd prido^ 
3vely ruin 's ever thrown afide. 
11 Parthenia be. 

« SHEPHERD. 
— See, fhe appears, 
aft her fpoils, and triumph in our tears* 



*»5 
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SCENE IIL 
Parthenia appears from tht mnntmu. 

Parthenia. Shepherds. 

i 8hepheri*. 
Why this way doft thou turn thy baneful eyes, 
Pernicious BafiBft. ? Lo ! there he lies : 
There lies the youth thy curfed beauty flew ; 
See, at thy prefence, how he bleeds anew r 
Look down, enjoy thy murder. 

PARTHENIA. 

— Spare my fame ; 
I come to clear a virgin's injur'd name* 

If t 'm a Bafililk, the danger fly, 
Shun the fwift glances of my venom'd eye : 
If I 'm a murderer, why approach ye near, 
And to the dagger lay your bofom bare r 

I SHEPHERD. 

What heart is proof againft that face divine * 
Love is not in our power. 

PARTHENIA. 

— Is love in mine ? 
If e'er I trifled with a fhepherd's pain, 

Or with falfc hope his paflion drove to gain; 
Then might you juftly curfe my favage mind, 
Then might you rank me With the lerpent kind : 

But 
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I ne'er trifled with a fliepherd's pain, 
wkh falfe hope his paflion ftrove to gain t 
to his rafli purfuit he owes his fate j 

is not cruel j he was obftinate. 

I SHEPHERD. 

r this, ye flghing fhephcrds, and defpair. 
lappy Lycidas, thy hour is near ! 
e the fame barbarous hand hath fign'd thy doom, 
'11 lay thee in our lov'd Menalcas' tomb. 

PAATHENIA. 

ty will intruding man my peace deftroy ? 

me content and folitude enjoy ; 

i was I born ; my freedom to maintain,. 

Ty I fought the unambitious plain. 

ft women's weak refolves, like reeds, Will plyy 

ke with each breath, and bend with every figh j, 

le, like an oak, whofe firm roots deep defcend, 

- breath of love can make, nor figh can bend. 

jt unhappy Lycidas would fave j 

feek him, lead him to Menalcas' grave y 

bid his eyes with flowing grief to rain, 

e him Menalcas wept, but wept in vain : 

him his heart-confuming groans give o'er ; 

1 him, I heard fuch piercing groans before, 

d heard unmov'd. O Lycidas, be wife, 

vent thy fate. — Lo \ there Menalcas lies. 

I SHEPHERD. 
w all the melancholy rites are paid, 
d o'er his grave the weeping marble: laid j 

Let's 



tiS ' GAY'S PDtMS; 

I«et 's feek our charge 5 the flecks, dftperitag wile r 
Whiten with moving fleece the m*cifitairi'f fide. 
Truft not, ye fwatits, die lightning of her eye, 
Left ye, like him, fhouid lave, defpair, and die. 

[Exeunt Shepherds, 6?r. Parthenia remains in a m§* 
lanshety ftoflpre, kbkkjg, m the grav**f Monk* 

Enter lycidas. 

SCENE IV. 
Lycidas, Partrekia^ 

LYCIDAS. 

When fhall my fteps have reft ? through all the woody 
And by the winding banks of Ladon's Hood, 
I fought my love. O fay, ye Jkipping fawns 
(Who range entangled ihades and daify'd lawns), 
If ye have feen her ! fay, ye warbling race 
(Who meafure on fwift wing th' aerial fpace, , 
And view below hills, dales, and diftant fhores)* 
Where fhairi find her whom my foul adores t 

SCENE V. 
Lycidas, Parthenia, Dione, Laura. 
[Dione and Laura at a di/Uuue, 

LYCIDAS. 

What do I fee ? no. Fancy mocks my eyes, 

And bids the dear deluding vifion rife. 

'To 
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rs fee. My fpringing heart her prefcnce feels, 
e, proitrate Lycictas before thee kneels. 

[Kneeling to Parthenon 
r hy will Parthenia turn her face away ? 

PART HE MA. 

T» calls ttrtrtenra* hah! 

[Sbeflartsfrm ber meJancbofc and, feeing Lycidm, 
flies into the wood* 

LYCIDASi 

— Stay, virgin* flay. 
wing my feet, kind Lave. See, fee, (he bounds, 
eet as the mountain roe, when preft by hounds. 

[Hepurfuej ber. Dionc faints in the arms erf Laura* 

LAURA* 
hat means this* trembling? All her colour flies, . 
id life is quite unftrung. Ah ! lift thy eyes, 
id anfwer me j fpeak, fpeak, 'tis Laura calls. 
eech has'forfook her lips. — She faints, fhe falls, 
n her, ye zephyrs, with your balmy breath, 
id bring her quickly from the fhades of death : 
ow, ye cool gales. See, fee, the foreft fhakes 
ith coming winds ! fhe breathes> ihe moves, fhe wakes* 

DIONK. 

\, falfe Evanderl' 

LAURA. 

— Calm th7 fobbing breafk 
*, what new fbrrow has thy heart oppreft ? 

DIO»* 
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DJONE. 

Didfl thou not hear his fighs and fuppliant tone ? 
fKdft thou not hear the pitying mountain groan ? 
Didft thou not fee him bend his fuppliant knee ? 
Thus in my happy days he knelt to me, 
And pour'd forth all his foul ! See how he (trains,, 
And leflens to the fight o'er yonder plains, 
To keep the fair in view ! Run, virgin, run, 
Hear not his vows ; I heard, and was undone ! 

LAURA. 

Let not imaginary terrors fright. 
Some dark delufion fwims before thy fight. 
I faw Parthenia from the mountain's brow r 
jAnd Lycidas with proftrate duty bow*. 
Swift, as the falcon's wing, I faw her fly, 
And heard the cavern to his groans reply. 
Why ftream thy tears for forrows not thy own ? 

DIONE. 

Oh I where are honour, faith, and juftice flown ? 
Pcrjur'd Evander ! 

LAURA. 

— • Death has laid him low. 
Touch not the mournful firing that wakes thy woe. 

DIONE. 

That amorous fvvain, whom Lycidas you name, 
(Whofe faith lefs bofom feels another flame) 
Is my once kind Evander — yes — 'twas he. 
He lives — but lives, alas ! no more for me.. 

LA UKJ 
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LAURA. 

thy frantic words confefs defpair. 

DIONE. 

know I not his voice, his mien, his air ? 
chat treacherous voice with joy believ'd, 
•ice, that mien, that air, my foul deceived, 
lear fliepherd love the lawns and glades, 
im I '11. range the lawns, and feek the (hades* 
im through folitary deferts rove. 
Id he leave me for another love £ 
ngratitudt ! 

LAURA. 

— Sufpend thy grief, 
my friendly counfel bring relief 
defpojding foul. Parthenia's ear 
i for ever to the lover's prayer j ; 
: courts difdain, he follows fcorn,. 
the patting winds his vows are borne. 
11 he End xhat all in vain he ftrove 
i her bofom ; then his former love 
ike his foul ; then will he fighing blame 
rt inconflant, and his perjur'd flame i 
all he at Dione'* feet implore, 
his broken faith, and change no more. 

DIONE. 

this cruel nymph well knows to feign 
ing fpeech, coy looks, and cold difdain, 
his paffion. Such are female arts, 
in fafer fnares inconflant hearts 1 

LAURA* 
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. LAURA. 

Parthenia's brealHs^eePd with real fcbra. 
And doft thou think Evander will return ? 

/LAURA. 

Forego thy'fwc, ".lay^ -all thy robes afide, 
Strip- off thefe onnrments of female frifc; 
The fhepherd's veft imrft hide thy graceful air, 
With the bold manlyftep a fwain appear ; 
Then with Evander may'fl thou rove uftknowa. 
Then let thy tender eleganc© ip Jhown ; 
Then the new fur y of bU heart .control, 
And with Dione'a fuSerings touch his foul. 

Sweet as refreihing dews, or- rummer fhowers, 
To the long parching thirfttrf drooping flowers j 
Grateful as farming gales to tainting fwains, 
And foft as trickling balm to bleeding pains ; 
Such are thy words. The fex mall be refign'd, 
No more fcall braided gold thefe trefles bind ; 
The Ihepberd's garb the woman ihall difguife. 
If he has loft all love, may friendfhip's tyes 
Unite me to his heart ! 

LAURA. 

— Go, profperous maid, 
May fmiling love thy faithful wilhes aid ! 
Be now Alexis call'd. With thee I '11 rove, 
And watch thy wanderer through the mazy grove : 

Let 
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et me be bonourM with a fitter's name; 
or thee, I feel a more than fi Iter's flame* 

DIONE. 

erhaps my fhephcrd has outftript her haftc. 
'hink'ft thou, when out of fight, (he flew fo fail! 
*ne fudden gla*c4 might turn her farmgc raiadj 
fay the like Daphne fly, nor look behind, 
laintain her fcorn, his eager Hame defpife, 
lor view JSvinder with Dione's ey«i f 



AC/T 
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ACT n. 

5 C E N E I. 

Lycidas fymg on the grave of Menalcas. 

LYCIDAS. 

TX7HEN fhall tbefe fcalding fountains <*afe to flow? 

* V How long will life fuftain this load of woe > 
Why glows the morn? Roll back, thou fource of light, 
And feed my forrows with eternal night. 
Come, fable Death ! give, give the welcome ftfoke; 
The raven calls thee from yon* Mailed oak. 
What pious care my ghaftful lid fhall clofe ? 
What decent hand my frozen limbs compofe ? 
O happy ihepherd, free from anxious pains, 
Who now art wandering in the (ighing plains 
Of bleft Elyflum j where in myrtle groves 
Enamour'd ghofts bemoan their former loves. 
Open, thou filent grave j for lo ! 1 come 
To meet Menalcas in the fragrant gloom ; 
There (hall my bofom burn with friendship's flame, 
The fame our paflion, and our fate the fame ; 
There, like two nightingales on neighbouring boughs, 
Alternate ftrains mail mourn our fruftrate vows. 
But if cold death fhould clofe Parthenia's eye, 
And'ihould her beauteous form come gliding by ; 
Friendfliip would foon in jealous fear be loft, 
^And kindling hate purfue thy rival ghoft. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IL 
Lycidas, Dione in a Shepherds Habit. 

Lycidas. 
Hah ! who comes here ? turn hence, be timely wife \ 
Truft not thy fafety to Parthenia's eyes. 
As from the bearing falcon flies the dove. 
So, wing'd with fear, Parthenia flies from lore. 

DIONE. 

If in thefe vales the fatal beauty ftray, 
From the cold marble rife ; let *s hafte away. 
Why lie you panting, like the fmitten deer ? 
Truft not the dangers which you bid me fear, 

LYCIDAS. 

Bid the lur'd lark, whom tangling nets furprize> 
On foaring pinion rove the fpacious fkiesj 
Bid the cag'd linnet range the leafy grove ; 
Then bid my captive heart get loofe from love. 
The fnares of death are o'er me. Hence I beware; 
Leit you ihould fee her, and like me defpair. 

DIONE. 

No. Let her come j and feek this vale's recefs, 
In all the beauteous negligence of drefs; 
Though Cupid fend a fhaft in every glance, 
Though all the Graces in her ftep advance, 
My heart can fland it all. Be firm, my breaft; 
Th* enfnaring oath| die broken vow deteft : 
Vol. II. Q^ That 
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That flame, which other charms have power to move, 
O give it not the facred name of love ! 
'Tis perjury, fraud, and meditated lyes. 
Love '& feated in the foul, and never diet. 
What then avail her charms ? My conftant heart 
Shall gaze fecure, and mock a fecond dart. 

LYCYDAS. 

But you perhaps a happier fate have found, 

And the fame hand that gave, now heals the wound. 

Or art thou left abandon'd and forlorn, 

A wretch, like me, the fport of pride and fcorn ? 

DIONE. 

O tell me, fliepherd, hath thy faithlefs maid, 
Falfe to her vow, thy flattcr'd hope betray'd ? 
Did her fmooth fpeech engage thee to believe ? 
Did ihe proteft and fwear, and then deceive ? 
Such are the pangs I feel ! 

LYCIDAS. 

— The haughty fair 
Contemns my fufferings, and difdains to hear. 
Let meaner Beauties, learn'd in female fnares, 
Entice the fvvain with half-con fenti rig airs ; 
Such vulgar arts ne'er aid her conquering eyes, 
And yet, wheree'er Ihe turns, a lover fighs. 
Vain is the fteady conftancy you boaft ; 
All other love at fight of her is loft. 

DIONE. 

True conftancy no time, no power, can move. 
Ht that hath known to change, ne'er knew to love. 

Thoogaj 
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Though the dear author of my haplefs flame 
Purfue another ; (till my heart 's the fame. 
Am I for ever left ? (excufe thefe tears) 
May your kind friendfhip foften all my cares ! 

LYCIDAS. 

What comfort can a wretch, like me, beftow ? 

DIONE. 

He beft can pity who hath felt the woe. 

LYCIDAS. 

Since different objects have our fouls poffeft, 
No rival fears our friendlhip fhall moleft, 

DIONE. 

Come, let us leave the fhade of thefe brown hills, 
And drive our flocks befide the dreaming rills. 
Should the fair tyrant to thefe vales return, 
How would thy breaft with double fury burn ! 
Go hence, and feek thy peace. 



SCENE III. 
Lycidas, Dione, Laura. 

LAURA. 

—Fly, fly this place ,- 
Beware of love ; the proudeft of her race 
This way approaches : from among the pines, 
Where from jhe deep the winding path declines, 
Ifaw the nymph defcend. 

Qjl LYCIDAS, 
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LYCIDAS. 

— She tomes, fhe comes ; 
From her the parting Zephyrs ileal pei fames, * 
As from the violet's bank with odours fweet 
Breathes every gale ; fpring blooms beneath her feet. 
Yes, 'tis my faireft ; here we *s wont to rove. 

LAURA. 

Say, by what figns I might have known thy Love ? 

LYCIDAS. 

My Love is fairer than the fnowy breaft 

Of the tall fwan, whofe proudly dwelling cheft 

Divides the wave ; her trefies, loofe behind, 

Play on her neck, and wanton in the wind ; 

The rifing blufhes, which her cheek o'erfpread, 

Arc opening rofes in the lily's bed. 

Know'ft thou Parthenia ? 

LAURA. 

— Wretched is the flave 
Who ferves fuch pride ! Behold Mcnalcas' gravely 
Yet if Alexis and this fighing fwain 
Wifh to behold the Tyrant of the plain, 
Let us behind thefe myrtles twining arms 
"Retire unfecn ; from thence furvey her charms. 
Wild as the chaunting thrufh upon the fpray, 
At man's approach, me fwiftly flies away. 
1 .ike the young hare, I 've feen the panting maul 
Stop, liften, run ; of every wind afraid. 

•' LTCIDAS. 
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LYCIDAS. 

And wilt thou never from thy vows depart ? 
Shepherd, beware— now fortify thy heart. [To Dion*. 
^Lycidas, Dione, and Laura, retire behind the boughs. 



SCENE IV. 
Parthenia, Lycidas, Dione, Laura. 

parthenia. 
This melancholy fcene demands a groan. 
Hah ! what infcription marks the weeping (tone ? 
«< O power of beauty ! here Menakas Kes. 
*'• Gaze not, ye fhepherds, on Parthehia's eyes. ,> 
Why did Heaven form me with fach polifh'd care ? 
Why caft my features in a mould fo fair ? 
If blooming beauty was a blefling meant, 
Why are my fighing hours deny'd content ? 
The downy .peach, that glows with funny dyei, 
$eeds the black fnail, and lures voracious flies j 
The juicy pear invites the feather'd kind, 
And pecking finches fcoop the golden rind ; 
But beauty fuffers more pernicious wrongs, 
Blafted by envy, and cenforious tongues. 
Wow happy lives the nymph whofe comely fact 
And pleafing glances boaft fufficient grace 
To wound the fwain me loves ! No jealous feari 
Shall vex her nuptial ftate with nightly tears ; 
Nor amorous youths, to pum their foul pretence, 
Infeft her days with dull impertinence. 

0^3 B« 
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But why talk I of love ? My guarded heart 
Difowns his power, and turns afide the dart. 
Hark ! from his hollow tomb Menalcas cries, 
" Gazenot, ye (hepherds, on Parthenia's eyes.'" 
Come, Lycidas, the mournful lay perufe, 
Left thou, like him, Parthenia's eyes accufe. 
\Shefiands in a melancholy pqfture, looking on the tot 

LYCIDAS. 

Caird (lie not Lycidas ? — I come, my fair ; 
See generous pity melts into a tear, 
And her heart foftens. Now's the tender hour; 
Aflift me, Love! exert thy fovereign power 
To tame the fcornful maid. 

DIONE. 

— Rafh fwain,'be wife : 
'Tis not from thee or him ; from Love flie flies. 
Leave her, forget her. {ftbey hold Lycic 

LAURA. 

— Why this furious hafte ? 

LYCIDAS. 

Unhand me ; loofe me. 

DIONE. 

— Sifter, hold him faft. 
To follow her, is, to prolong defpair. 
Shepherd, you muft not go. 

LYCIDAS. 

—Bold youth, forbear. 
Hear me, Parthcn'a. 

TARTHE1W 
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PARTHENIA. 

—From behind the made 
Rethought a voice fome liftening fpy betray'd. 
fes, I 'm obferv'd. [Sbe runs out. 

LYCIDAS. 

—Stay, nymph} thy flight fufpend. 
he hears me not— when will my forrows end I. 
ls v over-fpent with toil, my heaving breaft 
teats quick. 'Tis death alone can give me reft. 

| He remains in afixt melanchfy 



SCENE V. 
Lycidas, Dione, Laura. 

LAURA. 

Lecall thy fcatter'd, fenfe, bid reafon wake, 
ubdue thy paflion. 

LYCIDAS. 

- — Shall 1 never fpeak ? 
he 's gone, (he 's gone — Kind (hepherd, let me reft 
ly troubled head upon thy friendly breaft. 
n he foreft feems to move — O curfed ftate ! 
doom/d to love, and me condemn'd to hate ! 
Tell me, Alexis, art thou ftill the fame ? 
)id not her brighter eyes put out the flame 
)f thy firft love ? did not thy fluttering heart, 
.Vhene'er flie rais>'d her look, confefs the dart? 

0^4 DIONE. 
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DIONS. 

I own, the nymph is faired of her race, 
Yet I unmov'd can on this beauty gaze, 
Mindful of former promife ; all that *s dear, 
My thoughts, my dreams, my every with is there, 
"Since then our hopes are loft j let friendship's tye 
Calm our diftrefs, and flighted love fupf>ly 5 
Let us together drive our fleecy ftore, 
And of ungrateful woman think no more. 

JLYCIDAS. 

>Tis death alone can rai'fe her from my brcaft. 

LAURA. 

Why Alines thy love fo far above the reft? 

^Nature, 'tis true, in every out ward grace, 

Her niceft hand employ'd j her lovely fac? 

With beauteous feature ftam.pt ; with rofy dyes 

Warrn'd her fair cheek ; with lightning arnVd her eyes: 

But, if thou fearch the fecrets of her mind, 

Where mall thy cheated foul a virtue find ? 

Sure hell with cruelty her breaft fupply'd : 

How did fhe glory when Menalca6 dy'd ! 

Pride in her bofom reigns ; (he *s falfe, (he *s vainj 

She firft entices, then infults the fwain. 

Shall female cunning lead thy heart aftray ? 

Shepherd, be free j and fcorn for fcorn repay. 

LYCIDAS. 

How woman talks of woman I 

DIOKI 
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DIONE. 

— Hence depart ; 
t a long abfence cure thy love-fick heart. 
> fomc far w grove retire, her fight difclaim, 
>r with her charms awake the dying flame, 
t not an hour thy happy flight fufpend ; 
t go nor, Lycidas, without thy friend. 
>gether let us feek the chearful plains, 
id lead the dance among the fportive fwaina, 
void of care. 

LAURA. 

—Or eHe the groves difdain, 
r with the fylvan walk indulge thy pain, 
fte to the town $ there (I have oft' been told} 
ie courtly nymph her treflcs binds with gold, 
• captivate the youths ; the youths appear 
fine array; in ringlets waves their hair 
:h with ambrofial Fcents, the fair to move, 
id all the bufinefs of the day is love, 
ere from the gaudy train felect a dame, 
r willing glance fhall catch an equal flame. 

LYCIDAS. 

me not the Court.— The thought my foul confounds, 
d with Diane's wrongs my bofom wounds. 
aven juftly vindicates the faithful maid; 
d now are all my broken vows repaid, 
haps'fhe now laments my fancy'd death 
tli tears unfeign'd j and thinks my gftfping breath 
% SighM 
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Sigh'd forth her name. O guilt, no more upbraid ! 
Yes. I fond innocence and truth betray 'd. [A/Mi 

Dione and Laura apart. 

DfONB. 

Hark ! how reflection wakes his confetous heart. 
From my pale lids the trickling forrows ihrt. 
How (hall my breaft the fwelling fighs confine ! 

LAVRA. 

O fmooth thy brow, conceal our juft deGgn : 
Be ycr awhile unknown. If grief arife, 
And force a paflTage through thy gufhing eyes, 
•Quickly retire, thy forrows to compofe ; 
Or with a look ferene difgurfe thy woes. 

'[Dione is going out. Laura walks at a atjanet 

LYCIOAS. 

Canft thou, Alexis, leave me thus diftreft ? 
Where 's now the boafted friendfhip of thy breaft ? 
Haft thou not oft* furvey'd the dappled deer 
In focial herds o'erfpread the paftures fair? 
When opening hounds the warmer fcent purfuc, 
And force the deftin'd victim from the crew, 
Oft' he returns, and fain would join the band, 
*While all their horns the panting wretch withstand. 
Such is thy friendfhip ; thus might I confide. 

DIONB. 

Why wilt thou cenfure what thou ne'er haft try'd! 
Sooner mall fwallows leave their callow brood, 
Who with their plaintive chirpings cry for food; 

* V Sco:*r 
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ler (hall hens expofe their infant care, 
en the fprcad kite fails wheeling in'the air; 
n 1 foHake thee when by clanger prod. 
:>ng not by jealous fears a faithful bread:. 

lyCidas. 
ly fair-fpoken tongue thy bofom (hows, 
:re let the fecrets of my foul repofe. 

DIONE. 

beTufpicion ; in mv truth confide. 
:t my heart thy load of cares divide ! 

iYCIDAS. 

dw then, Alexis, that in vain I (trove 

break her chain, and free mv foul from love: 

the lim'd twig thus finches beat their wings, 

I more .entangled in the clammy (brings. 

: (low-pac'd days have witnefs'd my defpair, 

>n my weary couch fits wakeful caie ; 

vn my flufh'd cheek the flowing furrows run, 

dews defcend to weep the abfent fun. 

ill Tarthenia ! 

DIONE, 
— Thefe wild thoughts fufpend ; 
i in thy kind commands inftoudt ihy friend. 

LYCIDAS. 

lene'er my faultering tongue would urge my caufe, 
if is her ear, and fullen (he withdraws, 
then, Alexis ; feek the fcornful maid, 
:ender eloquence my fufferings plead i 

Of 
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Of flighted paffion you the pangs have known i 
O judge my fecret anguifli by your own ! 

DIOKE. 

Had I the (kill inconftant hearts to move, 
My longing foul toad never 4oft my Love, 
My feeble tongue, in thefe foft arts uatryYI, 
■Can ill fupport the thunder of her pride 5 
When he (hall bid me to thy bower repair, 
-How (hall my trembling lips her threats declare? 
How fhall I tell thee that me could behold, 
With brow ferene, thy corfe all pale and cold 
Seat on the darning billow? Should'ft thou go ' 
Where the tall hill o'erhangs the rocks below, 
Near thee the tyrant could unpirying frand, 
Nor call thee back, nor ftretch a faving hand. 
Wilt thou then (till perfifl to tempt thy fate, 
To feed her pride, and gratify her hate ? 

LTCIDAS. 

Know, unexperiene'd youth, that woman's mind 
Oft' fliifts her paflions, like th' inconftant wind ; 
Sudden (he rages, like the troubled main, 
Now finks the ftorm, and all is calm again. 
Watch the kind moment, then my wrongs impart, 
And the foft tale fhall glide into her heart. 

DIONE. 

No. Let her wander in the lonely grove, 
And never hear the tender voice of love. 
Let her awhile, neglected by the fwain, 
Pafs by, nor fight moleft the cheaifvl plaint 
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11 the fury of her pride be laid" ; 
jnble into love the haughty maid. 

LYCIDAS- 

attempts my paflion to control, 
e balm to cure my fainting foul ? 

DIONE. 

n among the green-wood (hades I '11 rove, 
; with weary 'd pace thy wander'd Love j 
I '11 fall, and with inceflant prayers 
her knees, and bathe her feet with tears. 
)f pity can her ear incline, 
las, my life is wrapt in thine!) [AfuU. 

ge her from thy voice to hear the tale, 
;e more fweet than notes along the vale 
from the warbling pipe : the moving flrain 
/ her flight, and conquer her difdain. 
e hearj ihould Love the mefTage fpeed, 
:s all hope j — then muft Dione bleed. [^fidt* 

LYCIDAS. 

;n, dear faithful fvvain. Beneath thofe yews, 

able arms the browneft fhade diffufe, 

.11 around, to ihun the fervent Iky, 

ting flocks in ferny thickets lie ; 

ith impatience fhall I wait my friend, 

wide profpeft frequent glances fend 

:hy wifii'd return. As thou lhalt find 

r welcome, may thy Love be kind ! 

[Exit Lycida* 

SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 
Dione, Laura. 

dione. 
Methinks I 'm now furrounded by defpair, 
And all my withering hopes are loft in air. 
Thus the young linnet on the rocking bough 
Hears through long woods autumnal tempefts blow, 
With hollow blafts the claihing branches bend ; 
And yellow fliowers of ruftling leaves defcend 5 
She fees the friendly flicker from her fly, 
Nor dare her little pinions truft the Iky $ 
But on the naked fpray in wintery air, 
All fhivering, hopelefs, mourns the dying year. 
What have I promis'd ? ra(h, unthinking maid ! 
By thy own tongue thy wifhes are betray 'd ! 

[Laura advances. 

LAURA. 

Why walk'ft thou thus diflurb'd with frantic air ? 
Why roll thy eyes with madnefs and defpair } 

DIONE. [Mttfa- 

How wilt thou bear to fee her pride give way ? 
When thus the yielding nymph fhall bid thee fay, 
" Let not the fhepherd feek the filent grave, 
" Say, that 1 bid him live -— if hope can favc l" 

LAURA. 

Hath he difcern'd thee through the fwain*s difguife, 
And now alike thy love and friendfhip flies ? 

BIOM 
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DIONE. 

Firm and faithful to the promife made, 
ange each funny hill, each lawn and glade. 

LAURA. 

Laura fpeaks. O calm your troubled mind, 

DIONE. 

re (hall my fearch this envy'd Beauty find ? 
50, my faithlefs (hepherd's caufe to plead, 
with my tears accufe the rival maid, 
fhould her foften'd heart to love incline ! 

LAURA. 

ofe are all thy fears, Evander 's thine. 

DIONE. 

mould we both in forrow wade our dayi ? 
ve unfeign'd my conftant bofom fways, 
lappinefs alone is all I prize, 
that is center'd in Parthenia's eyes. 
: then, with earned zeal her love implore, 
lefs his hours — when thou (halt breathe no more* 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 
Dione lying on the ground by the fide of a Foumtm* 

DIONB. 

TJERE let me reft j and in the liquid glafs 
"■""■* View with impartial look my fading face. 
Why are Parthenia's (hiking beauties priz'd ? 
And why Dionc's weaker glance defpis'd ? 
Nature in various moulds has beauty cad, 
And fornVd the feature for each different taftc r 
This fighs for golden locks and azure eyes ; 
That, for the viol's of fable treflfes, dies. 
Let all mankind thefe locks, thefc eyes detcft, 
So I were lovely in Evander's breaft ! 
When o'er the garden's knot we caft our view, x 
While lummer paints die ground with various hue; 
Some praife the gaudy tulip's ftreaky red, 
And fome the filver lily's bending head ; 
Some the jonquil in fhining yellow dreft, 
And fome the fring'd carnation's varied veft; 
Some love the fober violet's purple dyes. 
Thus beauty fares in different lovers' eyes. 
But bright Parthenia like the rofe appears, 
She in ail eyes fupcrior luftre bears. 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
Dions, Laura. 

LAURA. 

j beneath the filver willow laid, 
ir Dione in the penfive (hade ? 
yet found the over-arching bower, 
lards Parthenia from the fultry hour ? 

DIONE. 

try ftcp in paths unknown I ftray'd, 
ht in vain the folitary maid. 

LAURA. 

t the waving tops of yonder woods, 
;ed arms im brown the cooling floods ? 
ng floods o'er breaking pebbles flow, 
l the foil from the big roots below; 
tall rock the dafhing waters bound, 
r the fields the ruining billows found I 
•ft in thought, and leaning on her crook, 
fad nymph, nor rais'd her penfive look % 
led eye the bubbling waves furvey'd, 
:h'd the whirling eddies as they play'd. 

DIONE. 

3 know my certain doom I fpeed, 

is fen ten ce life or death Y decreed. [Exit* 
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SCENE III. 
Laura, Cleantrbs. 

LAURA. 

But fee ! Come hafty ftranger bends this way f * 
His broider'd veft refie&s the funny ray : 
Now through the thinner boughs I mark his mien, 
Now veil'd, in thicker ihades he moves unfeen. 
Hither he turns ; I hear a muttering found ; 
Behind this reverend oak with ivy bound 
Quick 1 11 retire ; with bufy thought polled, 
His tongue betrays the fee rets of his bread. 

ISbi tuUs btrfitf. 

Cleanthes. 
The (kilful hunter with experiene'd care ^ 

Traces the doubles of the circling hare ; 
The fubtle fox (who breathes the weary hound 
O'er hills and plains) in diftant brakes is found % 
With eafe wc track fwift hinds and ikipping roes* 
But who th' inconftant ways of woman knows } 
They fay, (lie wanders with the fylvan train. 
And courts the native freedoms of the plain ; 
Shepherds explain their wi(h without offence, 
Nor blufti the nymphs ; — for Love is innocence. 
O lead mc where the rural youth retreat, 
Where the Hope hills the warbling voice repeat. 
Perhaps on daify'd turf reclines the maid, 
And near her fide fome rival clown is laid. 
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yet I love her. — O loft nymph retur*, 
3t thy (ire with tears inceflant mourn ; 
n, loft nymph ; bid forrow ceafc to flow, 
ct Dione £iad the houfe of woe, 

LAURA. 

he not loft Dione ? hence I *11 ftart, 

his flow fteps, and ftft his opening heart. [Afidt. 

Cleanthes. 
ne,^ fair nymph, dire& my wandering way ; 
e, in clofc bowers, to fhun the fultry ray, 
e the f wains j whpfe flocks with bleating till 
ordering forcft and the thymy hill, 
thou frequent join thofe fylvan bands, 
If can anfwer what my foul demands. . 

LAURA, 
years 1 trod thefe fields, thefe bowers, and glades, 
>y the leflening and the lengthening fliades 
mark'd the hours ; what time my flock to lead- 
nny mountains, or the watery mead : 
d in the labours of the fylvan crew, 
(ports, retreats, their cares and loves I knew,. 

Cleanthes. 

ft me then, if late among your race, 
nger nymph is found, of noble grace, 
al arts unikill'd, no charge (he tends ; 
'hen the morn and evening dew defcends 
the big'udder'd ewe. Her mien and drefs 
olita'd manners of the Court contds. 

R * LAURM 
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LAURA. 

£ach day arrive the neighbouring nymphs and fwain*, 
To (hare the pallime of our jovial plains 5 
How can I there thy roving beauty trace, 
Where not one nymph is bred of vulgar race! 

Cleanthes. 
If yet fhe breathe, what tortures mufl flic find! 
The curfc of difobedience tears her mind. 
If e'er your breaft with filial duty burn'd, 
If e'er you forrow'd when a parent mourn'd ; 
Tell her, I charge you, with inceffant groans 
Her drooping fire his abfent child bemoans. 

LAURA. 

Unhappy man ! 

Cleanthes. 
— With ftorms of pafiion toft, 
When firft he learnt his vagrant child was loft, 
On the cold floor his trembling limbs he flung, 
Anil with thick blows his hollow bofom rung; 
Then up he darted, and with fixt furprize, 
Vpon her picture threw his frantick eyes, 
While thus he cry'd: " In her my life was bound, 
" Warm in each feature is her mother found ! 
" Perhaps defpair has been her fatal guide, 
«' And now flic floats upon the weeping tide ; 
" Or 0:1 the willow hung, with head reclin'd, 
4< All pale and cold fhe wavers in the wind. 
" Did I not force her hence by harfli commands 
" Did not her foul abhor the nuptial bands ?" 
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LAURA. 

nor, ye fires, your (laughters to rebel, 
nfel rein their wills, but ne'er compel. 

CLE ANT MRS. 

cous daughters, trul\ thefc tender guides j 
ink a parent'* bica(\ the tyunt h'uLs. 

1.AURA. 

rithcr lid the feahling (orrows roll ; 
oving ulc runs thrilling to my foul. 

Cf.RANTHRS. 

«. fiic wanders in the lonely woods, 

ihe ledj>y bordcts of the floods; 

i;now'll each cottage, forcrfr, hill, and vatc, 

:bbled brook that wind* along the dale. 

each (.queflcr'd dell to find the lair) 

.11 rcwuul (hall g unify thy cue. 

LAURA. 

iiul houghs, protect t lie virgin's flight, 

md Dionc horn his piying ft^ht 1 \,4fih* 

('I.RAKTHB8. 

vhile, 1 Ml fcil. the (h; phctd'* cool abodes, 
ic, fair nymph, along thefc doubtful ro.uls. 

LAUKA. 

ion you' mountain tear his fliagpy brow ? • 
giccn valley giaw the flocks beLnv : 
.very galo with waibling mufic floats, 
ini'wcu ftiadc, and breathes alternate notes. 

[txit Clcaciitat* 
U 3 Y*** 
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; Of the poor fwain j while we with haggard eye 
' And briftled hair the fleeting phantom fly." 
till let their curfes innocence upbraid ': 
[eaven never will forfake the virtuous maid. 

LAURA. 

Hdft thou perfifl to touch her haughty bread ? 

DIONB. 

he ftill the more difdain'd, the more I prefl. 

LAURA. 

Vhen you were gone, thefe walks a ftranger croft, 
!e turn'd through every path, and wander'd loll ; 
*o me be came; with courteous fpeech demands 
teneath what bowers repos'd the fhepherd bands ; 
Then further afks me, if among that race 
I ihepherdefs was found of courtly grace ; 
Vith proffer'd bribes my faithful tongue cflays 4 
lut for no bribe the faithful tongue betrays, 
n me Dione 's fafe. Far hence he fpceds, 
Vhcre other hills vrefound with other reeds. 

DIONE. 

ihould he come back ; Sufpicion's jealous eyes 
idight trace my feature through the fwain's difguife. 
*ow every noife and whiilling wind I dread, 
Vnd in each found approaches human tread. 

LAURA. 

Ie faid, he left your houfc involv'd in cares, 

•ighs fwell'd each bread, each eye overflow 'd with tears j 

r or hii loft- child thy penfive father mourns, 

lad funk in forrow to the duft returns. 

R 4 Go 
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>ack, obedient daughter ; hence depart, 
i (lill the fighs that tear his anxious heart, 
n fhall Evandcr, wearied with difdain, 
rego thcfe fields, and feek die town again., 

DIONE. 

hink, Laura, what thy ha fly thoughts perfuade; 
f I return, to Love a victim made, 
Vly wrathful fire will force his harm command, 
And with Cleanthcs join my trembling hand. 

LAURA. 

Truft a fond father; raife him from defpair. 

DIONE. 

I fly not him j I fly a life of care. 
On the high nuptials of the Court look round ; 
Where (hall, alas, one happy pair be found ! 
There marriage is for fervile intereft fought : 
Is love for wealth or power or tide lx>ught r 
'Tis hence domeflic jars their peace deftroy, 
And loofc adultery deals ihc fhameful joy. 
But fcarch we wide o'er all the blifsful plains, . 
"Where love alone, devoid of interc:t, reigns. 
What concord in each happy pair appears ! 
How fondnefs ftrengthens with the roiling years I 
Superior power ne'er thwarts their foft delights, 
Kor jealous accufations wake their nights. 

LAURA. 

May all thofe blcfTings on Dione fall. 
DIONE. 

Grant me Evandcr, and I lhare them all. 
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Shall a fond parent give perpetual ftrife, 
And doom his child to be a wretch for- life ? 
Though he bequeath'd me all thefe woods and plains, 
And all the flocks the ruflet down contains j 
With all the golden harvefts of the year, 
Far as where yonder purple mountains rear j 
Can thefe the broils of nuptial life prevent ? 
Can thefe, without Evander, give content ? 
But fee, he comes. 

LAURA. 

— I '11 to the vales repair, 
Where wanders by the flrcam my fleecy care. 
Mayft thou the rage of this new flame control, 
And wake Dione in his tender foul ! [Exit Laura. 



SCENE V. 
Djone, Lycidas. 

Lycidas. 
Say, my Alexis, can thy words impart 
Kind rays of hope to chear a doubtful heart ? 
How didft thou firft my pangs of love Sifclofe ? 
i3id her difdainful brow confirm my woes ? 
Or did fofc pity in her befom rife, 
lieave on her breaft, and languifli in her eyes ? 

DIONE. 

How (hall my tongue the fauhering tale explain I 
My heart drops blood to give the flicphcrd pain. 

LYCIDAS. 
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LYCIDAS. 

Pronounce her utmoft fcorn ; I come preparM 
To meet my doom. Say, is my death declared f 

DIONB. 

Why mould thy fate depend on woman's will t 
Forget this tyrant, and be happy (till. 

LYCIDA8, 

Didft thou befeech her not to fpeed her flight, 
Nor fhun with wrathful glance my hated right ? 
Will fhe confent my fighing plaint to hear. 
Nor let my piercing cries be loft in air? 

DIONE. 

Can mariners appeafe the toiling (form, 
When foaming waves the yawning deep deform ? 
When o'er the fable cloud the thunder flics, 
Say, who (hall calm the terror of the flues ? 
Who fhall the lion's famiuVd roar alTuage ? 
■And can we dill proud woman's ftronger rage ? 
Soon as my faithful tongue pronounc'd thy name, 
Sudden her glances foot refentful flame : 
Be dumb, ihe cries, this whining love give o'er, 
And vex me with-the teazing theme no more. 

LYCIDAS. 

'Tis pride alone that keeps alive her fcorn. 

Can the mean Twain, in humble cottage bom, 

Can Poverty that haughty heart obtain, 

Where avarice and ftrong ambition reign? 

If Poverty pafs by in tatter'd coat, 

Curs vex his heels and ftretch their barking throat ; 

If 
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:hance he mingle in the. female croud, 
le tofles high he* head, Scorn laughs aloud j 
:h nymph turns from him to her gay gallant* 
d wonders at the impudence of Want. 
s vanity that rules all woman-kind, 
re is the weakcft pafiion of their mind. ' 

dionb. r 
High one is by thofe fervile views pofleft, 
.ycidas, condemn not all the reft, 

LYCIDAS. 
nigh I were bent beneath a load of years, 
1 feventy winters thin'd my hoary hairs; 
, if my olive branches dropt with oil, 
1 crooked (hares were brighten'd in my foil, 
owing herds my fattening meads polled, 
1 my white fleece the tawny mountain drefo; 
:n would (he lure me with love-darting glance, 
in with fond mercenary fmiles advance. 
>ugh hell with every vice my foul had (tain'd* 
1 froward anger In my bofom reign'd, 
>ugh avarice my coffers cloath'd in ruft, 
Y my joints trembled with enfeebled,lu(ti 
, were my ancient name with titles great, 
v would (he languifh for the gaudy bait ! 

her love all- tempting wealth pretend, 
at virtuous woman can her heart defend > 

DIONK. - 

quefts, thus meanly bought, men foon defpife, 

1 juftly flight the mercenary prize. 

LYCIDAS* 
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LYCIDAS. 

enow thefe frailties in her breaft refide,- 
ire& her glance, and every acYion guide. 
rill let Alexis' faithful friendfhip aid, 
>nce more attempt to bend the-flubborn maid. * 
fell her, no baie-l>orn fwain provokes her fcorn, 
No clown, beneath the fedgy cottage born ; 
Tell her, for her this f) Ivan drefs I took, 
For her my name and pomp of Courts forfook j 
My lofty roofs with golden fculpture fhine, 
And my high birth defcends from ancient line, 

DIOKE. 

Love is a facred voluntary fire, 
Gold never bought that pure, that chafle defire. 
Who thinks true love for lucre to poilefs, 
Shall grafp falfe flattery and the feign'd carefs; 
Can we believe that mean, that fenile wife, 
Who Vilely fells her dear-bought love for life, 
Would not her virtue for an hour refign, 
If in her fight the proffer'd treafure fhine. 

LYCIDAS. % • 

Can reafon (when by winds fwift fiFes.are bom 
O'er waving harvefts of autumnal corn) 
The driving fury of the flame reprove? 
Who then (hall reafon with a bean in love I 

DIOKE. 

Yet let me fpeak ; O may my words perfuadc 
The noble youth to quit this fylvan maid ! 
Refign thy crook, no more to plains rcfort, 
Look rqund on all the beauties of the Court j 
4 
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"There' (hall thy meiit find a worthy flame, 
■ Some nymph of equal wealth and equal name. 
Think if thefc offers mould thy wifli obtain, 
And fhould the ruftick beauty (loop to gain : 
Thy heart could ne'er prolong th' unequal fire, 
The fudden blaze would in one year expire j 
Then thy rafh folly thou too late (halt chide, 
To Poverty and bafe-bom blood ally*d ; 
-Her vulgar tongue (hall animate the ftrife, 
And hourly difcord vex thy future life. 

LYCIDAS. 

- Such is the force thy faithful words impart, 
That like the galling goad they pierce my heart. 
You think fair virtue in my breaft refides, 
That honeft truth my lips and aclions guides. 

•Deluded (hepherd, could you view my foul, 
You 'd fee it with deceit and treachery foul; 

-1 'm bafe, perfidious. Ere from Court I came, 
Love Tingled from the train a beauteous dame ; 
-The tender maid my fervent vows believ'd, 
My fervent vows the tender maid deceiv'd. 

* Why doft thou tremble ? — why thus heave thy fighs ? 

""•Why ileal thy filent forrows from thy eyes ? 

DIONE. 
-"Sure the foft lamb hides rage within his breaft, 
And cooing turtles are with hate pofTeft ; 
When from fo fweet a tongue flow fraud and lies, 

- And thofe meek looks a perjur'd heart difguife. 

Alii 
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i ! who (hall now on faithlcfs man depend ? 
he tretchcroas lover proves as falfe a friend. 

LYCIDAS. 

When with Dione's lore my bofom glow'd, 
Firm conftancy and truth Gncere I vow'd* 
But fince Partheaia*s brighter charms were known, 
My love, my conftancy and truth are flown. 

DIONS. 

Are not thy hours with confeious anguifli (rung ? 
Swift vengeance muft o'ertake the perjur'd tongue. 
The Gods the caufe of injur'd love avTert, 
And arm with ftubborn pride Parthenia's heart. 

LYCIDAS. 

Go, try her % tempt her with my birth and ftate, 
'Stronger ambition will fubdue her hate. 

THONE. 

O rather turn thy thoughts on that loft maid, 
Whofe hourly fighs thy faithlcfs oath upbraid I 
Think you behold her at the dead df night, 
PlacMty the glimmering taper's paly light, 
With all your letters fpread before her view, 
While trickling tears the tender lines bedew; 
Sobbing fhe reads the perjuries o'er and o'er, 
And her long nights It now peaceful deep no n 

LYCIDAS. 

Let me forget her. 
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DIONE. 

O falfe youth, relent ; 
Think mould Parthenia to thy hopes confent; 
When Hymen joins your hands, and mufick's voice 
Makes the glad echoes of thy domes rejoice. 
Then fhall Dione force the crouded hall, 
Kneel at thy feet, and loud for juftice call: 
Could you behold her weltering on the ground, 
The purple dagger reeking from the wound ? 
Could you, unmov'd, this dreadful fight furvey ? 
Such fatal fcenes (hall flain the brj^al day*. 

LYCIDAS. 

The horrid thought finks deep into my foul, 
And down my cheek unwilling forrows roll. 

DIONE. 
Trora this new flame you may as yet recede. 
Or have you dbom'd that guiltlefs maid fliall bleed * 

LYCIDAS* 

Name her no more. — Hafte, feek the fyJvan Fair. 

DIONE. 

Should the rich proffer tempt her liftening ear, 
Biit all your peace adieu. O barbarous youth, 
Can you forego your honour, love, and truth? 
Yet fbould Parthenia wealth and title flight, 
"Would juftice then reftore Dione's right ? 
Would you then dry her ever-falling tears j 
.And blefs with lioneft love your future year* ? 

LYCIDAS* 
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LYCIDAS. 

1 '11 in yon (hade thy wifh'd return attend ; 

Come, quickly come, and cheer thy fighing friend. 

[Exit Lycidas. 

DIONB.* 

Should,iier proud foul re (Jit the tempting bait, 
Should (he contemn his proffer'd wealth and ftate; 
Then I once more his perjur'd heart may move, 
And in his bofom wake the dying love. 
As the pale wretch involv'd in doubts and fear*, 
All trembling in tht judgement-hall appears { 
So (hall I {land before Parthenia's eyes, 
$or as fhe dooms, Dione -lives or dies. 
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*A C T TV. 
S C 4£ N E I. 
:idas, Parthihia, ajl*} in * Erm* 

LYCIDA*. 

f no rude wind the ruiUingbraachct move; 
eathe fofr, ye filent gales, nor wake my Love, 
herds, pipmg home ward on the way, 
he diftant echoes learn your lay; 
>r, ye nightingales, your warbling throat, 
foud mike-prolong the ftmller note, 
awake ; O Steep, fecure her eyes, 
lay gaze ; 'for, if fhe wake, (he flies, 
afy dreams eompofe her peaceful foul, 
xious cares within my bofom rolll 
nth fighs •beneath the beech I He, 
ruid {lumber clofe my weeping eye, 
ly vifion rifes to my view, 
:s the nymph, and fwift would I purfue ; 
o call, my tongue has loft its found -j 
>ted oaks, my feet ben urn b'd are bound ; 
ig I wake. Again my forrows flow, 
one flattering dream deludes my woe. 
nocence ! how meek is every grace ! 
set the'fmile that dimples on her face, 
the deeping feas'! but fhould my figh* 
tly breathe, what angry dorms would rife! 
II. S Thoujj^i 
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Though the fair rofe with beauteous blufli is crown'c' 
Beneath her fragrant leaves the thorn is found ; 
The peach, that vwth inviting crimfon blooms, 
Deep at the heart the cankering worm confumet ; 
*Tis thus, alas! thore loVtlyfeltuTes hide 
Difdaimtttoagcr q&drei^at&i ;pode.' 



SCENE II. 
Lycidas, Dione, Parthenia, 

LYCIDAS. 

I lath profferd greatnefs yet o'ercomc her hate ? 
And does (he languish for the glittering bait ? 
Againft the Twain ihe might her. piide fuppor*. 
Can (he fubdue her fex, and fcorn a Court ? 
Perhaps in dreams the Alining vifion charms. 
And the rich bracelet fparklcs on her arms; 
In fancy'd heaps the golden treafure glows : 
Parthenia, wake ; all this thy fvvain bellows. 

DIONE. 

Sleeps ihe -in thefe clofe bowers ? 

LYCIDAS. 

«— Lo ! there flie lies, 

DIONE. 

O may no ftartling found unfeal her eyes, 
And drive her hence away. 'Till now, in vain 
'I trod the winding wcod and weary plain. 

* Hct4 
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;nce, Lycidas ; beyond thofc (hades repofc, 
hile I thy fortune* and thy birth difclofe. 

LYCIDAS. 

ay I Parthcnia tp the friend/hip owe ? 

PIONE. 

rather flunk on Toft .LTione.'s woe! 

uft (he thy broken faith for ever mourn, 

ul will that jufter pafiidn ne'er return? 

LYCIDAS. 

>braid'me not; but go. Her (lumbers chace ; 
id in her view the bright temptation pkce. 

[Exit Lycidas. 



SCENE III. 
I}ion*,- Parthenia. 

DIQNE. 

>w flames the weftern (ky with golden beams* 

id the ray kindles on the quivering ftreams ; 

»ng flights of crows, high-croaking from their food, 

>w feek the nightly covert of the wood j 

le tender grafs with dewy cryftal bends, 

id gathering vapour from the heath afcends. 

ake off this downy reft j wake, gentle maid, 

ruft not thy charms beneath the noxious (hade, 

rthenia, rife. 

S si PARTHINIA, 
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PARTHfeNIA. 

—What voice alarms my car? 
Away. Approach not. Hah ! Alexis there ! 
Let us together to the vales defccnd, 
And to the folds our bleating charge attend ; 
But let me "hear no more that ihepherd's name, 
Vex not my quiet with his hateful flame. 

DIONS. 

Can I behold him gafping on the ground, 
And feek no healing herb to (launch the wound } 
For thee continual (ighs confume his heart, 
'Tis you alone can cure the bleeding fmart. 
Once more I come the moving caufe to plead. 
If ftill his fufferings cannot intercede, 
Yet let my friendship do his paffion right, 
And fhow thy lover in his native "light. 

PARTHBNIA. 

Why in dark myflery are thy words involv'd"? 
If Lycidas you mean j know, I *m refolv'd. 

DIONE. 

Let not thy kindling rage my words reft rain. 
Know then, Parthcnia flights no vulgar fwain. 
For ihee he bears the fcrip and fylvan crook, 
For thee the glories of a Court forfook. 
May not thv iwart the wealthy flame decline ! 
His honours, his pofleffions, all are thine. 

FARTHENIA. 

If he *s a Courtier, O ye Nymphs, beware ; 
Thofc who mod promife are the leaft fincere. 



Tl 
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The quick-ey'd hawk flioots headlong from above. 
And in his pounces: bears the trembling dove ; 
The pilfering wolf o'erleaps the fold's defence. 
But the falfe Courtier preys on innocence. 
If he *s a Courtier, O ye Nymphs-, beware : 
Thofe who mod promife are the lead fincere.- 

DIONB. 

Alas ! thou ne'er haft prov'd the fweets of State, 
Nor known that female pieafure, to be great. 
*Tis for the town ripe clufters load the poles, 
And all our Autumn crowns the Courtier's bowls $ 
For him our woods the red-ey'd pheafant breed, 
And annual coveys in our hanreft feed ; 
For him with fruit the bending branch is ftor'd, 
Plenty pours all her bleflings on his board. 
If (when the market to the city calls) 
We chance to pafs befltle his palace-walls, 
Does not his hall with mufick's voice rcfound, 
And the floor tremble with the dancer's bound ? 
Such are the pleafures Lycidas fliall give, 
When thy relenting bofoni bids him live. 

PARTHEKIA. 

See yon gay goldfinch hop from fpray to fpray, 
Who fings a farewel to the parting day; 
At large he flies o'er hill and dale and down ; 
Is not each bufh, each fprcading tree his own ? 
And canft thou think he *11 quit hrs native brier, 
For the bright cage o'er-areb'd with golden wile >• 
What then are honours, pomp and gold to me? 
Are tbofc a price to purchafe liberty 1 • 

S 3 B10N£. 
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DIONE. 

Think, when the Hymeneal torch fhall blaze* 
And on the folemn rites the virgins gaze ; 
When thy fair, locks with glittering gems are grac'd. 
And the bright zone mall fparkle round thy waift; 
How will their hearts with envious forrow pine, 
When Lycidas fhall join his hand to thine ! 

PARTHENIA. 

And yet, Alexis, all that pomp and fliow 

Are oft' the varniih of internal woe. 

When the chafte lamb is from her fitters led, 

And interwoven garlands paint her head ; 

The gazing flock, all envious of her pride, 

Behold her (kipping by the Prieftefs* fide ; 

Each hopes the flowery wreath with longing eyes.; 

While fhe, alas ! is led to facrifice I 

Thus walks the bride in all her ftare array'd, 

The gaze and envy of each thoughtlefs maid. 

DIONR. 

As yet her tongue refifts the tempting. fiiare* 
And guards my panting bofom from defpair. [A/Mt 
Can thy ftrong foul this noble flame forego ? 
Muft fuch a lover wafte his life in woe } 

PARTHENIA. 

Tell him, his gifts I fcorn j not all his art, 
Not all his flattery fhall feduce my heart. 
Courtiers, I know, are difciplin'd to cheat, 
Their infant lips are taught to lifp deceit ; 

To 
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To prey on eafy nyrophs they range the (hade, 
And vainly boaft of innocence betray"d j 
Chafte hearts, unlearo'd in falfehood, they a(Tai!, v 
And think our ear will drink the grateful tale. 
No. Lycidas (hall ne'er my peace deftroy, 
I '11 guard my virtue, and content enjoy. 

DIONE. 
So flrong a paffion in my bofom burns, 
Whene'er his foul is griev'd, Alexis mourns r 
Canft thou this importuning ardor blame ? 
Would not thy tongue for friendfhip urge the fame ? 

PARTHENIA. 

Yes, blooming fwain. You (how an honeft mind * 
I fee it, with the pureft flame refin'd. 
Who (hall compare love's mean and grofs defire 
To the chafte zeal of friend/hip's facrcd fire ? 
By whining love our weakncl's is confetti 
iut itronger friend/hip mows a virtuous breath 
n Folly's Heart the (hort-liv'd blaze mav glow* 
Vifdom alone can purer friendfhip know, 
ove is a fudden blaze which foon decays, 
iendihip is like the fun's eternal raysj 
>t daily benefits exhauft the flame, 
dill is giving, and ftill burns the Tame ; 
d could Alexis from his foul remove 
the low images of groifer love ; 
H mild, fuch gentle looks thy heart declare, 
would my bread thy faithful friendfhip (hare* 

S 4 DIOXE. 
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DIONS. 

How dare you in the different fex confide ? 

And feek a friendlhip which you ne'er have try'd?; 

PAHTSBIflA. 

Yes, I to thee could give up all my he«t. 
From thy chafte eye no wanton glances dart; 
'Thy modeft-lips convey no thought impure,, 
With thee may ilri&eft virtue walk fecure. 

DIONB. 

Yet can I fafely on the nymph depend, 
Whole unrelenting fcorn can kill my friend ! 

PARTHENIA. 

Accufe me not, who a& a generous part ; 
Had T, like city maids, a fraudful heart; 
Then had his proffers taught my foul to feign, . 
Then had I vilely ftoopt to fordid gain, 
Then had Ifigh'd for honours, pomp and gold,. 
And for unhappy chains my freedom fold. 
If you would fave him* bid him leave the plain,. 
And to his native city turn again j 
There, (hall his paflion find a ready cure, 
There not one dame refills the glittering lure. 

D10NE. 

All this I frequent urg'd, but urg'd in vain* 
Alas !. thou only canft afluagc his pain ! 
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SCENE IV. 
DiOnb, Parthenia, Lycidas. . 

LYcmAS. [Li/ltmag, 

{ flays Alexis ? can my bofom bear 
s long alternate (terms of hope and fear ? 
der they walk ; no frowns her brow difguife, 
lovcconfenting fparkles in her eyes j ? 

: will I lift en, here, impatient wait, 
e me, Parthenia, and rellgn thy hate. [Afidi* 

FARTHENIA. . . 

:n Lycidas (hall to the Court repair, 

let Alexis love his fleecy care 5 

let him chufe cool grots and fylvan bowers, 

let Parthenia (hare his peaceful hours. 

LYCIDAJ. 

it do I hear ? * my friendfhip is betray'd \ • 
treacherous rival has fcduc'd the maid. [AJUi. 

PARThENIA. " 

1 thee, where bearded goats defcend the fteep, 
/here, like winter's fnow, the nibbling iheep ; 
th the (lope hills ; I '11 pafe the cheerful day, 
from thy reed my voice (hall catch the lay* 
fee, dill Evening fpreads her dulky wings, 
flocky (lew-moving from the mifly fprings, 

Now 
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»w feek their fold. Come, fhepherd, let 's away, 
j clofe the lateft labours of the day. 

[.Exeunt hand in band. 

SCENE V. 

LYCIDAS. 

My troubled heart what dire difafters rend * 
A fcornful miitrefs, and a treacherous friend \ 
Would ye be cozen'd, more than woman can, 
Unlock vour bofom to perfidious man. 
One faithful woman have thefe eyes beheld, 
And againfl her this perjur'd heart rebell'd : 
But fearch as far as earth's wide bounds extend. 
Where fhall the wretched find one faithful friend > 

SCENE VI. 
Lygidas, Dione. 

LYCID-AS. 

Why ft»r:s the twain ? why turn his eyes away, 
As if amidft his path the viper lay ? 
Did I not to thy charge my heart confide? 
Did J, not truft thee near Parthenia's fide, 
As here ihe flept ? 

DIONE. 

—She flraight mv call obey'd, 
And downy (lumber left the Lovely maid ; 
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As in the morn awakes the folded wife, ' 
Ami all around her breaching odour throws } 
So wak'd Parthenia. 

BYGIDAS. 

— Could thy guarded heart, 
When her full beauty glow'd, put by the dart * 
Yet on Alexis let my foul depend j 
'Tis moft ungenerous to fufpeft a friend. 
And thou, I hope, haft well that name profeft. 

WONE. 

O could thy piercing eye difcern my breaft! 
Could'ft thou the fecrets of my bofom fee, 
There every thought is fill'd with cares for thee. 

LYC1DAS.. 

Is there, againft hypocrify, defence, 

Who cloaths her words and looks with innocence ! 

Say, (hepherd, when you profFer'd wealth and (late, 
| Did not her fcorn and f uppled pride abate ? 

r DIOKE. 

1 As fparkling diamonds to the feather'd train, 

i W*ho fcrape the winnow'd chaff in fearch of grain j 

f Such to the fliepherdefs the Court appears : 

» Content flie feeks, and fpurns thofe glittering cares.. 

W LYCIDAS. 

\ 'Tis not in woman grandeur to defpife*. 

i *Tis not from Courts, from me alooe ihe flies. 

f E>id not my paflion futfer like djfgrace, 

t While ihe belie v'd me born of fylvan race ? 

» Do 
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Doft thou not think, this proudeft of her kind* 
Has to feme rival Twain her heart rciign'd* 

DIONE. 

No rival (hepherd her difdain can move ; 
Her frozen bofom is averfe to love. 

LYCIDAS. 

Say, art thou Aire, that this ungrateful fair 
Scorns all alike, bids all alike defpair ? 

DIONE. 

How can Tknow the fecrets of her heart ?• 

LYCIDAS. 

Anfwer fmccre, nor from the queftion Hart. 
Say, in her gTance was never love confeft; 
And is no fwain diftinguilk'd from the reft > 

DIONE. 
O Ly cidas, bid all thy troubles ceafe ; . 
Let not a thought on her difturb thy peace. 
May juftice bid thy former paifion wake $ 
Think how Dfone fufFers for thy fake : 
Let not a broken oath thy honour (lain, 
Recall thy vows, and feck the town again. 

LYCIDAS. 

What means Alexis ? where 'a thy fiiendflilp flbv 
Why am 1 banifli'd to the hateful town ? 
Hath fome new fhepherd warm'd Parthcnia*s brca 
And does my love his amorous hours moled ? 
Is it for this thou bid 'ft me quit the plain ? 
Yes, yes, thou fondly lov- fl this rival fwain. 
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"When Erft my cheated foul thy friendfliip woo'd, 
To my warm heart I took, the viperous brood. 
Ofalfe Alexis! 

DIONE. 

—Why am I tccus'd ? 
Thy jealous mind is by weak < fears abus'd. 

LYCIDAS. 

Was not thy bbfom fraught with faTfe defign ? 
Didft thou not. plead his caufe, and give up mine? 
rLet not thy tongue evafive anfwer feek $ 
The confeious crimfon rifes on thy cheek. : 
Thy coward conscience, by thy guilt difmay'd, 
Slukes in each joint, and owns' that I 'm betray'd. 

DIONE. 

'How my -pgor heart is wrong'd J O fpare thy friend ! 

J.YCIDAS. 

■Seek not detected falfehood to defend. 

DIONE. 

flkware, left blind fufpicion raflily blame. 

LYCIDAS. 

•Own thyfelf then the rival of my flame. 
Jf this be me for whom Alexis pin'd, 
iShe now no more is to thy vows unkind. 

f. Behind the thicket's twifted verdure laid, 

f £ withefs'd every tender thing (he faid $ 

| J faw bright pteafure kindle in her eyes, 

| Love warm'd each feature at thy foft replies. 

[ 7 DlONB» 
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DIONS. 

Yet hear mc fpcak. 

LYCIDAS. 

—In vain is all defence. 
Did not thy treacherous hand conduct her hence? 
Hade, from my fighu Rage burns jo eVery xiin^ 
Never approach my juft revenge again. 

> DIONE. 

O fearch ay heart j there injur'd truth thou'lt find. 

LYCIDAS. 

Talk not of Truth; long fincc fhe left mankind. 
So fmooth a tongue ! and yet fo falfe a heart ! 
^Sure Courts firft taught thee fawning friend (hip's ait! 
"No. Thou art falie by nature. 

DIONE. 

—Let me clear 
This heavy charge, and prove my trufl fincerc. 

LYCIDAS. 

Boaft then her favours ; fay, what happy hour 
Next calls to meet her in th' appointed bower $ 
Say, when and where you met. 

DIONK. 

—Be rage fupprcd. 
In dabbing mine, you wound Parthenia's bread. 
She faid, (he ftijl defy'd Love's keened dart; 
Yet purer fricndlhip might divide her heart, 
Friendihip's fincercr bands ihe wilh'd to prove. 

LYCIDA3 
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LYCIDA3. 

man's friendfhip ever ends in love. 

< not thefe foolifh tales my faith command j 

ot I fee thee prefs her fnowy hand ? 

y her paffion like thy fricndfliip laftl 

fhc betray thec ere a day be part ! 

: then. Away. Thou 'rt hateful to my fight, 

ihus 1 (purn the fawning hypocrite. 

[Exit Lycicjj^ 



SCENE VII. 

DIONB. 
ever grief like mine ! O wretched maid I 
ricndfliip wrong'd 1 my conftant love betray'd! 
jrtune haunts my ftcps where'er I go, 
all my days arc overcafl with woe. 
; have I drove th' increafing load to hear, 

faints my foul, and finks into defpair. 
id me to the hanging mountain's cell, 
hole brown clifta the fowls of darknefs dwell; 
re waters, trickling down the rifted wall, 

lull my forrows with the tinkling fall, 
e feek thy grave. How canll thou bear the %bt, 
n banifh'd ever from Evander'i fight 1 
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* C E N E VIII. 
Dionb, Laura. 

LAURA. 

'Why hangs a cloud of grief upon thy brows*? 
Docs the proud nymph accept Evander's vows'? 

DIONE. 

tCan I bear life with thefe new pangs oppreft ? 

.Again he tears me from his faithlefs bread : 
•A^perjurM Lover firft he fought thefe plains, 

And now my friendfhip like my love difdains. 

As I new .offers to Parthcnia made, 
NConccal'd he flood behind the woodbine fhade. 
'He fays, my treacherous tongue his heart betray 'd, 

That ipy falfe fpeeches have mif- led the nuid 5 

"With groundlefs fear he thus his foul deceives ; 

What frenzy dictates, jea:oufy believes. 

LAURA. 

:Refign thy crook, put ofF this manly veil, 
And let the wrong'd Dione (land confeft ; 
When he (hall Jearn what forrows thou haft borni 
And find that nought relents Parthenia's fcorn, 
Sure he will pity thee. 

DIONB. 

— No, Laura, no. 
Should I, alas ! the fylvan drefs forego, 
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Then might he think that I her pride foment, 
That injured lore inftni&s me to refent ; 
Our fecret enterprize might fatal prove i 
Man flies the plague of perfecuting love. 

LAURA. 

Avoid Parthcnh ; leftliis rage grow warm. 
And jealoufy refolve fome fatal harm. 

DIONE. 

Laura, if thou chance the youth to find, 
Tell him what torments vex my anxious mind < 
Should I once more his awful prefence feck, 
The filent tears would bathe my glowing check ; 
By riling fighs my faultering voice be ftay'd, 
And trembling fear too foon confefs the maid. 
-Hade, Laura, then ; his vengeful foul aftuage, 
Tell him, I 'm guiltlefs ; cool his blinded rage j 
Tell him that truth finccre my friendfhip brought* 
Let him not cherifh.one fufpicious thought, 
Then, to convince him his diftruft was vain, 

1 '11 never, never fee that nymph again. 
This way he went, 

LAURA. 

— See, at.the call of nigljt, 
The ftar of evening mcds his Giver light 
High o'er yon weftern hill : the cooling gales 
^relh odours breathe along the winding dales j 
£ar fiom their home as yet our fliepherds ftray, 
To clofe with chcarful walk the fultry day. 

Vot. II. T Mctbiok* 
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Methinks" from far I hear the piping Twain 5 
Hark, in the breeze now fwells, now finks the ftrainT 
Thither I '11 feek him. 

DIONE. 

—While this length of glade j 
Shall lead m« pen five through the fable fhade 1 
Where on the branches murmur rufhing winds. 
Grateful as falling floods to love-lick minds ; 
O may this path to Death's dark vale defcend ! 
There only can the wretched hope a friend. 

{Ex.fever*fy. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

A V/gqcL 

iNE, Cleanthes (who lies wounded in a diftant 
part oj the fiagt)* 

D10NE. 
HE moon fcrene now climbs th' aerial way; 

Sec, at her fight ten thoufand ftars decay : 
i trembling gleam (he tips the Client grove, 
le all beneath the chequer'd fhadows move. 
1 back thy filver axles, downward roll\ 
.nefs beft tils the horrors of my foul. 

rife, ye clouds; the face of hta,cn deform, 
the bright Goddefs in a fable ftorin : 
)k not down upon a wretched maid ! 
hy bright torch the happy lover aid, 
light his wandering tootfteps to the bower 
re the kind nymph attends th' appointed hour, 
hou haft feen unhappy love, Irke mine ; 
iot thv lamp in heaven's blue forehead mine, 
n Thifbe fought her love along the glade ? 

thou not then behold the gleaming blade, 
gild the fatal point that ftabb'd her breaft? 

I r like her, ihatl feek the realms of reft, 
proves of mournful yew a wretch furrouud ! 
)th.my ear with melancholy found ! 

T z The 
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The village-curs now flretch their yelling throat, 
And dogs from diftant cots return the note ; 
"The ravenous wolf along the valley prowls, 
And with his famiflv'd cries the mountain howls. 
But hark ! what fudden noife advances near ? 
Repeated groans alarm my frighted car ! 

CLEANTHES. ■ 

Shepherd, approach ; ah I fly not through the glade. 
A wretch all dy*d with wounds invokes thy aid. 

DIONE. 

*Say then, unhappy ftranger, how you bled ; 
Colledl thy fpirits, raife thy drooping head. 

[Cleanthes raifes bimfelf on bis arm, 
"O horrid fight ! Cleanthes gafping lies ; 
And Death's black fhadows float before his eyes. 
Unknown in this difguife, I '11 chedk my woe, 
And learn what bloody hand hasitrudt the blow. [Afidt 
Say, youth, ere Fate thy feeble voice confounds, 
What led thee hither ? whence thefe purple wounds } 

«CLEANTHES. 

Stay, fleeting life j may ftrength a-while prevail, 
Left my clos'd lips confine th' imperfect tale. 
_Kre the ftreak'd Eaft grew warm with amber ray, 
1 from the city took my doubtful way j 
Far o'er the plains 1 fought a beauteous maid, 
Who, from the Court, in thele wide forefts ftray'd 
Wanders unknown; as I, with weary pain, 
Try'd every pad), and opening glade, in vainj 

A 
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A band of thieves, forth-rufliing from the wood, 

Unlheath'd their daggers warm with daily blood ; 

Deep in. my bread the barbarous fteel is dy'd, 

And purple hands the golden prey divide. 

Hence are thefe mangling wounds. Say, gentle fwairv 

If thou had known among the fylvan train 

The vagrant nymph I feek ? 

DIONE. 

— What mov'd thy care,, 
Thus, in thefe pathlefs wilds, to fearch the fair ? 

CLOBANT«ES.- 

I charge you, O ye daughters of the grove, , 
Ye Naiads, who the molly fountains love, 
Ye happy fwains, who range the paflurcs wide,- 
Yetender nymphs, who feed your flocks befidc r 
If my lad gafping breath can pity move, 
If e'er ye knew the pangs of- flighted love, - 
Show her, I charge you, where Cleanthes dy'd ;~ 
The grafs yet reeking with the fanguine tide. 
A fathers power to me the virgin gave. 
But (he difdain'd to live a. nuptial flare $ 
So fled her native home. 

DIONE. 

— 'Tis then from thee- 
Springs the foul fource of all her mifery. 
Could'ft thou, thy felfifh appetite to pleafe, 
Condemn to endkfs woes another's' peace ? 

T x CLEAUTHJK 
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CLEANTHES. 

O fpare me ; nor my haplefs love npbraid, 
While on my heart Death's frozen hand is laid f 
Go, feck her, guide her where Cleantlies bled $ 
When fhe furveys her lover pale and dead, 
Tell her, that, fince fhe fled my hateful fight, 
Without remorfe I fought the realms of night. 
Methinks I fee her view thefe poor remains, 
And on her cheek indecent gladnefs reigns ! 
Full in her prefence cold Cleanthes lies, 
And not one tear frands trembling in her eyes t 
O let a figh my haplefs fate deplore ! , 

Cleanthes now controls thy love no mote. 

DIONE. 

How (hall my lids confine thefe rifing woes ? I4fatt> 

CLEANTHES. 

O might I fee her, ere Death's finger clofe 
Thefe eyes for ever ! might her foften'd bread 
Forgive my«love with too much ardor preft*! 
Then I with peace could yield my latcft breath. 

DIONE. 
Shall I not calm the fable hour of death, 
And fhew myfelf before him !r-Ha! he dies. 
See from rys trembling lip the fpirit flies I [AJLk. 

Stay yet awhile. Dione ftands confeft. 
He knows me not. He faints, he finks to reft. 

Cleanthes. 
Tell her, fince all my hopes in her were loft, 
That death was welcome -- [Dus. 

»!0NI 
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DIONS. 

What fudden gufts of grief my bofom rend ! 
A parent's curfes o'er my head impend, 
For difobedient vows; O wretched maid, 
Thofe very vows Evander hath betray 'd. 
See, at thy feet Cleanthes bath'd in blood f 
For love of thee he trod this lonely wood ; 
Thou art the cruel authorefs of his fate ; 
He falls by thine ; thou, by Evandcr's hate. 
WheiTfliall my foul know reft ? Cleanthes (lain 
No longer (ighs and weeps for,thy difdain. 
Thou ftill art curd with love, Ulecd, virgin, bleed. 
How ihall a wretch from anxious life be freed ! 
My troubled brain with fuddcn frenzy burns, 
And fliatter'd thought now this, now that way turns. 
What do I fee thus glittering on the plains ? 
Ha ! the dread fword yet warm with crimfon (tains ! 

[Takes up the dagger % 



x .. SCENE II. 

Dione, Parthenja. 
t 

• PARTHENIA. 

Sweet is the walk when night has cool'd the hour. 
This path diredls me to my fylvan bower. \ Afide. 

di6ne. 

Why is my foul with fudclen' fear* difmay'd ? 
Why drops, my trembling hand the pointed blade ? 
O firing ray arm with force ! [A/ide. 

* T 4 PARTHENIA* 
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PARTHENIA. 

— Methoughe a noife 
Broke through the filent air, like human voice. [A 

DIONE. 

One well-aim'd blow mall all my pangs remove, 
Grafp firm the fatal fteel, and ceafe to love. [A 

PARTHENIA. 

Sure 'twas Alexis. Ha ! a fvvord difplay'd ! 
The dreaming luftre darts acrofs the lhade. [^ 

DIONE. 

May Heaven new vigour to my foul impart, 
And guide the defperate weapon to my heart ? [A 

PARTHENIA. 

May I the meditated death arrcft ! [Holds Dione's bi 
Strike not, rath ihepherd ,• fpare thy guiltlefs breal 
O give me firength to flay the threatened harm, 
And wrench the daggtr from his lifted arm I 

DIONE. 

What cruel hand with -holds the welcome blew .* 
In giving life, you but prolong my woe. 
O may not thus th' expected ftroke impend ! 
Unloofe thy grafp, and let fwift death defcend. 
But if yon' murder thy red hands hath dy'dj 
Here. Pierce me deepj let forth the vital tide. 

( Dione quits the daggt) 

PARTHENIA. 

Wait not thy fare ; but this way turn thy eyes : 
My virgin hand no purple murder dyes. 

Ti 
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^Turn then* Alexis j and Parthenia know* 
'Tis fhe protects thee from the fatal blow, 

DION/E. 

Muft the night-watches by my fighs be told? 

And muft thefe eyes another morn behold 

Through dazling floods of tears ? Ungenerous maid, • 

The friendly ftroke is by thy hand'delay'dj 

Call it not mercy to prolong my breath j 

> Tis but to torture me with lingering death. 

PARTHENIA. 

What moves thy hand to act this bloody part ? 
Whence are thefe gnawing pangs that tear thy heart \ 
Ts that thy friend who lies before thee flain ? 
Is it his wound that reeks upon the plain } 
Is 't Lycidas ? 

DIONE. 

— No. I the ftranger found, . 
Ere chilly death his frozen tongue had bound. 
He faid ; " As at the rofy dawn of day, 
He from the city took his vagrant way, 
A murdering band pour'd on him from the wood, 
Firft feiz'd his gold, then bath'd their fwords in blood." 

PARTHENIA. 

You, whofe ambition labours to be great, 
Think on the perils which on riches wait. 
Safe are the fhepherd's paths; when fober Evftn 
Streaks with pale light the bending arch of Heaveny 
From danger free, through deferts wild he hies, 
The rifing fmoke far o'er the mountain fpies, 

Whick 
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Which marks his diftant ctttage f on he' fares* 
For him no rnwaderera*lay their nightly fnares j 
They pafs him by, they turn tjieir fteps away : 
Safe Poverty was,. ne'er the yiljain's prey. . . 

At home he lies fecure in eafy deep, 
No bars his ivy-mantled cottage keep ; 
No thieves in dreams the fancy 'd dagger hold, 
And drag him to detect the buried gold ; 
Nor ftarts he from his couch aghaft and pale, 
When the door murmurs with the hollow gale. 
While he, whofe iron cotfcrs ruft with wealth, 
Harbours beneath his roof Deceit and Stealth ; 
Treachery with lurking pace frequents his walks, 
And clofe behind him horrid Murder ftalks. 
'Tis tempting fu'cre make's the villain bold : 
There lies a bleeding facrifice to gold. 
n 

. . DIONE. 

**f • - 

To live, is but to wake to daily cares, . 
And journey*througu a tedious vale of tears. 
Had you not rufh'd between, my life had flown ; 
And I, like him, no more had forrow known. 

PARTHENIA. 

When anguifh in the gloortiy bofom dwells, 
The counfel of a friend the cloud difpels. 
Give thy breaft vent, the focret grief impart, 
And fay what woe lies heavy at thy heart. 
To fave thy life, kind Heaven has fuccour fent, 
The gods by me thy threatened fate prevent. 

D10N£ 



DIONS. 2S3. 

: ? DfbSB. 
No* To prevent 4v is beyond thy power; 
Thou only canft defer the welcome hour. 
When you jhe lifted dagger turn'd a{jjde, 
Only one road to death thy force denyld j 
Still fate is in my reach. From mountains high, . 
Deep in whofe fhadow craggy ruins lie, 
Can I not headlong fling this weight of woe. 
And da(h out life againft the flints below ? 
Are there not ftreams, and lakes, and rivers wide,. 
Where my laft breath may bubble on the tide ? 
No» Life ihall never flatter me again, 
Nor (hall to-morrow bring new fighs and pain. 

PARTHENIA. 

Can I this burthen of thy foul relieve, 
And calm, thy grief? 

dione. ■ 
— If thou'wilt comfort give>. 
Plight me thy word, and to that word be juft j 
When poor Alexis (hall be laid in tfufl* . 
That pyde no longer (hall command thy mind, 
That thou wilt fpare the friend I leave behind. 
I know his virtue worthy of thy breaft. 
Long in thy IoAre may Lycidas be bleft i 

PARTHENIA. 

That fwain (who would my liberty control, 
"To pleafe fome ftiort-liv'd tranfport of his foul)' 
Shows, while his importuning flame he moves, 
That 'tis not me, himfelf alone he loves. 

O live,. 
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O live, nor leave him by misfortune preft : 
'Tis fhameful to defert a friend diftreft. 

DIONE. 

Alas ! a wretch like me no lofs would prove,. 
Would kind Parthenia liften to his love. 

PARTHENIA. 

Why hides thy bofom this myfterious grief? 
Eafe thy o'erburthen'd heart, and hope relief. 

DIONE. 

What profits it to touch thy tender brea(f r 

With wrongs, like mine, which ne'er can fee redreft? 

Let in my heart the fatal fecret die, 

Nor call up forrow in another's eye ! 



SCENE iir. 
Dionk, Parthenia, Lycidas. 

LVCIDA8. 

If Laura right direct the darkfome ways, 

Along thefe paths the penfivc fhephcrd ftxays. [JJUt. 

DIONE. < 

Let not a tear for me roll down thy cheek. 
() would my throbbing fighs my heart-firings break I 
Why was my bieaft the lifted ftroke deny'd ? 
Mud then again the deathful deed be try'd ? 
Yes. 'Tis refolv'd. 

[Snatebes the dagger from Parthenia. 

PARTirt' 
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PARTHENIA. 

— Ah, hold ; forbear, forbear ! 

LYCIDAS. 

lought Diftrefs with fhrieks alarm'd my ear. 

PARTHENIA. 

e not. Ye gods, defend him from the wound! 

LYCIDAS. 

*Tis ParthemVs voice, I know the found. . 
fylvan ravifher would force the maid, 
Laura fent me to her virtue's aid. 
villain, die; and feek the (hades below. 

ILyad&s fnatcbes the dagger from Dione, and 
ftabs her. 

DIONE. 

e'er thou art, I blefs thee for the blow. 

LYCIDAS. 

Heaven ordain'd this arm thy life fhould guard, 
\x my vows ! be love the juft reward. 

PARTH NIA. 

sr let vengeance, with her fwiftefl fpeed, 
ake thy flight, and recom]>ence the deed ! 
flays the thunder in the upper iky ? 
:r, ye clouds j ye foi ky lightnings, fly r 
\cc may all the wrath of Heaven defcend, 
fe barbarous hand hath flair* a faithful friend. 
Id Alexis I 



1 know, the f^tlilcf* youth hit null 
Ana wcU the da^er lwtli my wron| 

DIONB. {R*9fi*K 

Breaks not Fvander's uiice aloiii? ib 
Ha • i« it he who hold* the reeking 
There needed not or poifon, (word, 
Thy faiihlcft vow*, alas ! hid brok 
PA*TH»NIA. 

O tremble, (hepherd, fo» thy ralh t 
Thcfwordisd) , dvvithmurdcrMir 

Jits gentle foul no brutal paflion ici 
Nor at my bhfom-vra* the dagger n 
Self-murder was his aim i the ypu: 
Whclm'd. » defpair, and ftay'd the 

DiONIt 
Into what mifchiefs is the lover lei! 
Who calls down vengeance on his 
O may he ne'er bewail this defpera 
And may, unknown, unwept, Dm 
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Did not the fmooth-tongu'd bov prrf .•'•ou* prove, 
Plead his own paffion, and betray my lu\' ' 

DlONF. 

O let him ne'er this bleeding vi£lim k>ww j 
Left his r.u 1 tranfporr, to revenue the blow, 
Shoujd in h. . il arcr heart the da^cr (tain ! 
That wound w».i;ld pierce my foul with double pain. 

■ • * 

PVRTHBNIA. 

How did his faithful lip (now pale and cold) 
Wiih moving eloquence .!.«• griefs unfold I 

L\ c-rr. \s. 
Was he thus faithful ) tlv.: to friendfhip true? 
Then I'raa wretch* All peac%of mind, adieu! 
If ebbing life ytt beat within thy vein, 
Alexis, fpeak j unclofc rbofe lid- again. 

| flings himfelfon the ground mar Dione. 
See at thy feet the Urbarous villas k ne'e I! 
Tis Lycidao who.giafps the bloody Acel, 
Thy oncclov'd fi iend.— »Yet, ere 1 ceafc to live, 
Can ft thou a wretched penitent forgive ? 

DIONB. 

When low beneath the fable mould I reft. 

May a finccrcr friendlhip (hare thy bread 1 

Why are thofe heaving groans ? (ah ! ceafc to weep!). 

May my loft name in dark oblivion (leepj 

Let this fad tale no fpeak in g (lone declare, 

From future eyes to draw a pitying tear. 

1 . Xav 
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LTCIDAS. 

—Would that treacly rous boy 
*Have forc'd thy virtue to his brutal joy ? 
What rouz'd his paffiori to this nold advance ? 
Did e'er thyeyes'cbnfe'fs one willing glance ? 
*I know, the faithlefs youth his truft betray'd; 
And weU*the dflgge-r hath my wrongs repaid ... . 

D l o n E . [ R aifing herjelf on ber at 
Breaks not Evander's voice along the glade ? 
"Ha ! is it he who holds the reeking blade ! 
There needed not or poifon, fword, or dart ; 
Thy faithlefs vows, alas ! had broke my heart, [AJk 

PARTHENIA. 
'O tremble, fhepherd,, for thy ralh offence, 
The fword is dy'd with murder'd innocence ! 
-His gentle foul no brutaT paflion feiz'd, 
Nor at my bfcfonvwas the dagger rais'd 1 } ' 
Self-murder was his aim j the youth I found 
Whelm'd in defpair, and ftay'd the falling wound. 

DIONgi 
Into what mifchiefs is the lover led, 
Who calls down vengeance on his perjur'd head \ 
O may he ne'er bewail this defperate deed, 
And may, unknown, unwept, Dione bleed ! [Jja* 

LYCIDAS. 

What horrors on the guilty mind attend ! 
His confcience had reveng'd an injur 'd friend, 
Hadft thou not held the ftroke. In death he fought 
To lofe the hcait-confuming pain of thought. 
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d not the fmooth-tonguM bov pe rfi^ou* prove, 
:ad his own paflion, and betray mv ic. ; > 

DiONF. 
let him ne'er this bleeding viclim knnw ; 
ft: his rafl- tranfport, to revenge the blow, 
oujd in his dearer heart the dagger ftair. ! 
lac wound would pierce my foul with double pain. 

14/Ug. 

PARTHENIA. 

>w did his faithful lips (now pale and cold) 
iih moving eloquence rl.y griefs unfold ! 

LYCJHAS. 

as he thus faithful ? thus to friendship true? 
en I 'rn a wretclu All peac^of mind, adieu ! 
tbbing life yet beat within thy vein, 
sxis, fpeak ; unclofe- rhofe lidb again. 

( ffikgs himfelfon the ground near Dione. 
: at thy feet the barbarous villas knCel ! 
s Lycidas who. grafps the bloody ftccl, 
iy once-lov'd friend. — Yet, ere I ceafe to live, 
nft tk>u a wretched penitent forgive ? 

DIONB. 

hen low beneath the fable mould I reft, 

ay a fincerer friendfhip (hare thy bread 1 

hy are thofe heaving groans ? (ah ! ceafe to weep!). 

ay my loft name in dark oblivion fleep ; 

^ this fad tale no fpeaking ftone declare, 

x>m future eyes to draw a pitying tear. 

1 . Le| 
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Let o'er my grave the leveling plough-fhare pais* 
Mark not the fpot ; forget that e'er I was. 
Then mayft thou with Parthenia's love be bleft, 
And not one thought on me thy joys moleft ! 
My fwimming eyes are over-power'd with light, 
And darkening fliadows fleet before my fight : 
May'ft thou be happy ! ah I my foul is free. [D 

LYCIDAS- 

O cruel (hepherdefs, for love of thee \fto Parthen 
This fatal deed was done. 



SCENE THE LAST- 
Lycidas, ^arthenia, Laura. 

LAURA. 

—Alexis flain 1 

LYCIHAS. 

Ves. 'Twas I did it. See this crimfon ftain ! 
My hands with blood of innocence are dy'd. 
O may the moon her filver beauty hide 
In rolling clouds ! my foul abhors the light j 
Shade, ihade the murderer in eternal night I 

LAURA. 

No rival (hepherd is before thee laid j 
There bled the chafteft, the (incereft maid 
That ever (igh'd for love. On her pale face, 
Cannot thy weeping eyes the feature trace 
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ly.oace dear Dione ? With wan case 
are thofc eyes, -and livid with defpait! 

LYCIDAS. 

e! 

LAURA. 

—There pure conftancy lies dead ! ' 

LYCIDAS. 

heaven fhower vengeance on this perjur'd head t~ 
ie dry branch that withers on the ground, 
•lafted be the hand that gave the wound ! ' 
hold me not. This heart deferves the ftroke ; 
alack with treachery. Yes : the vows are broke 

[Stabs himjilfi 
:h I fo often fwore. Vain world, adieu I 
igh I was falfe in life, in death I 'm true* [Ditu 

LAURA. 

lorrow (hall the funeral rites be paid, .. 
Lhefe Love-viftims in one grave be laid.- 

PAKTHENIA. 

i (hall the yew her fable branches fpread, • 
mournful cyprefs rear her fringed head. 

LAURA. 

thence (hall thyme and myrtle fend perfume,; . 
laurel ever-green o'edhade the tomb. 

PARTHENIA. 

, Laura, let us leave this horrid wood, . 

e dreams the purple grafs with lovers' blood j 

■i. II. U Come 
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Come to my bower. And, as we forrowing go> 
Let poor Dione*? ftory feed my woe 
With heart-relieving tears.-** 

laura. [Pointing to Dior*. 

—•Unhappy maid ! 
Hadft thou a parent's juft command obey'd, 
Thou yet hadft livU-^But who (hall Love advife ? 
Lpve (corns command, and breaks all other ties. 
Henceforth, ye fwains, be true to vows profeft; 
For certain vengeance (hikes the perjur'd breafL 
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